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KNOCK AT A VENTURE 



MOUND BY THE WAY 

I 

WHERE the sylvan character of the scene 
changes ; where fields give place to hanging 
woods and they in their turn thin to poverty and 
obliquity under eternal stress of western winds, a 
gate," resting by its own weight against a granite 
post, indicates the limits of agriculture and forestry 
upon the southern confines of the Moor. Beneath 
this standpoint Devon's unnumbered breasts billow 
to the misty horizon, and dimpling valleys, between 
the arable lands and higher wealds, are marked 
by orchards, water meadows and the winding ways 
of rivers. These, born aloft, have come from far, 
and now, with slower current and ampler volume, 
roam melodiously through pleasant lees, through 
denes and dingles of sweet flowers, beneath the 
music of birds and the shadows of great woodlands, 
to their confluence with the sea. Here, too, lie 
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hamlets and rise crocketed church towers ; peat reek 
sweetens the air; blue doves croon through blue 
smoke on many a low thatched cot ; and life moves 
in simplicity and apparent peace. The habitations 
of men glimmer with white-washed walls at fringes 
of forests, at wind-blown crossways, about small 
village greens, on lonely roads, by steep hillsides 
and among sunny combes. Homesteads rise in 
isolation along the edges of the great central lone- 
liness ; whole villages lie in the lap of the hills ; and 
the manifold planes of this spacious scene, whether 
under flying cloud-shadows or grey rain, midday sun- 
light or the splendour of summer moons, commingle 
in one vision, whose particulars only vary to the play 
of the dawn and sunset lights, to the hands of the 
roaming elements, to the seasons that bring in turn 
awakening life and music, high colour-pageants and 
dying pomps, ultimate sobrieties and snows. 

Beyond the gate to the Moor rises a steep road of 
broken granite and flint. It climbs upwards, straight 
and dogged, into the world of the heather and, pur- 
sued a little, reveals the solemn sweep and dip of 
the circumambient waste. To the skyline tumbles 
this billowy ocean, and the ripples upon the crest of 
each mighty wave are granite. Here rise the tors, 
adorned at this August season with purple ling to 
their footstools of stone ; here subtend wildernesses 
between the high hills; and the sheep bells jangle 
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upon them, and the red kine bellow from the 
watercourses. A rook, his feathers blown awry, 
hops thrice, then ascends heavily; but the kestrel, 
with greater distinction of flight, glides away from 
his perch upon a stone, ere he swoops aloft with 
long reaches, to hang motionless in the air, like a 
brown star afar off. The moorland world extends 
in vast, undulating mosaic of olive and dun, thinly 
veiled by the bloom of the ling and splashed with 
golden furze and grey granite. The expanse is 
touched to umber and velvet warmth in sunshine; 
is enriched with the pure, cool purple of cloud- 
shadows; is brightened into sheer emerald-green, 
where springs burst from their peat-moss cradles 
amid seeding cotton-grass; is lightened thoughout its 
sombre heath tones with glistening sheets of polished 
fern, where the tracts of the bracken stand under 
direct sunlight. There is warmth of colour in its 
breezy interspaces — ^warmth, won from the ruddiness 
of ripe rush-heads and manifold grasses all bending 
and swaying in waves under the wind. 

At the junction of two roads, that cross at right 
angles within a hundred yards of the moor-gate, 
there stands a blackthorn of venerable shape. It is 
a deformed, grotesque tree, much bent and shrivelled. 
Its boughs are coated with close fabric of grey en- 
crustations, but such clothing has failed to protect 
its carcase against a century of winters and biting 
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winds. In autumn the scanty foliage is still brightened 
by a meagre crop of fruit; but life crawls with 
difficulty up the zigzag bones of this most ancient 
thorn, while each spring its tardy sap awakes less of 
the tree, and leaves increasing concourse of abrupt 
and withered twigs to rot above and below the centre 
of vitality. Beneath this ruin you shall note a slight 
hillock of green grass, where foxgloves shake aloft 
their purple pyramids of blossom and a rabbit's 
hole lies close beside them. Of artificial barrow or 
modern burying-place there is no suggestion here; 
and yet this mound by the highway side conceals 
a grave ; and the story of the human dust within it is 
the truth concerning one who lived and smarted 
more than a hundred years ago. Men were of the 
same pattern then as now, but manners varied vastly; 
and the Moor-man, who farms upon the grudging 
boundaries of that great central desert to-day, and 
curses the winds that scatter his beggarly newtakes 
with thistledown and fern seed, might wonder at the 
tales this same wild wind could tell him of past times 
and of the customs of his ancestors. 

Human life on the Moor is still hard enough, 
but modern methods of softening the rough edges 
of existence were even less considered in the be- 
ginning of the century, when American and French 
prisoners of war sorrowfully sighed at Prince Town. 
In those days the natives of the Devonshire highlands 
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endured much hardship and laughed at the more 
delicate nurture of the townfolk, as the wandering 
Tauregs laugh when their softer fellows exchange 
tent and desert for the green oases of many palms 
and sweet watera Then food was rough on Dart- 
moor and drink was rougher. Cider colic all men 
knew as a common ill ; most beverages were brewed 
of native herbs and berries ; only upon some occasion 
of rare rejoicing would a lavish goodwife commission 
"Johnny Fortnight," the nomad packman, to bring 
her two or three ounces of genuine Cathay as enter- 
tainment for her cronies. 

It was rather more than a century ago that one, 
John Aggett, dwelt within two hundred yards of the 
thorn-bush already described ; and the remains of 
his cottage, of which the foundation and a broken 
wall still exist, may yet be seen — a grey ghost, all 
smothered with nettles, docks and trailing briars. A 
cultivated patch of land formerly extended around 
this dwelling, and in that old-world garden grew 
kale and potatoes, with apple trees, an elder, whose 
fruit made harsh wine, and sundry herbs, used for 
seasoning meat or ministering to sickness. No evi- 
dence of this cultivation now survives, save only the 
ruined wall and a patriarchal crab-apple tree — the 
stock that once supported a choicer scion, long since 
perished. 

Here, a mile or two distant from Postbridge in 
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the vale of Eastern Dart, resided John Aggett and 
his widowed mother. The cottage was the woman's 
property; and that no regular rent had to be paid 
for it she held a lucky circumstance, for John by no 
means walked in his laborious father's footsteps. 
Work indeed he could ; and he performed prodigious 
feats of strength when it pleased him ; but it was not 
in the details of his prosaic trade as a thatcher that 
he put forth his great powers. Business by no means 
attracted him or filled his life. As a matter of fact 
the man was extremely lazy and only when sports of 
the field occupied his attention did he disdain trouble 
and exertion. He would tramp for many miles to 
shoot plovers or the great golden-eyed heath poults 
and bustards that then frequented the Moor ; he 
cared nothing for cold and hunger on moonlight 
winter nights when wild ducks and geese were to be 
slain ; and trout-fishing in summer-time would brace 
him to days of heroic toil on remote waters. But 
thatching or the thought of it proved a sure narcotic 
to his energies; and it was not until Sarah Belworthy 
came into his life as a serious factor that the young 
giant began to take a more serious view of existence 
and count the ultimate cost of wasted years. 

Man and maid had known one another from early 
youth, and John very well remembered the first 
meeting of all, when he was a lanky youngster of 
eleven, she a little lass of eight. Like the boy, Sarah 



MOUND BY THE WAY 7 

was an only child, and her parents, migrating from 
Chagford to Postbridge, within which moorland 
parish the Aggetts dwelt, secured a cottage mid- 
way between the home of the thatcher and the 
village in the valley below. Soon afterward the 
children met upon one of the winding sheep tracks 
that traverse the Moor on every hand. They were 
upon the same business, and each, moving slowly 
along, sought for every tress, lock or curl of sheeps' 
wool that hung here and there in the thorny clutch 
of furze and bramble. 

The boy stopped, for Sarah's great grey eyes and 
red mouth awoke something in him. He felt angry 
because the blood flowed to his freckled face ; but 
she was cool as the little spring that rose in their 
path — cool as the crystal water that bubbled up and 
set a tiny column of silver sand shivering among the 
red sundews and bog asphodels at their feet. 

" Marnin' to 'e," said John, who already knew the 
small stranger by sight 

" Marnin', Jan Aggett." 

" An' what might your name be, if I may ax ? " 

" I be called Sarah, but Sally most times ; an' I be 
wool-gatherin* same as you." 

" Hast a-got gude store ? " 

" But little yet" 

" I'll shaw 'e all the best plaaces, if you mind to 
let me." 
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"Thank 'e, Jan Aggett. My mother's a gert 
spinner." 

" An* my mother's a gert spinner tu." 

" Not so gert as mine, I reckon." 

" Never was better'n my mother." 

" Mine be better, I tell 'e ! Her spins black wool 
an* white together into butivul, braave grey yarn ; an' 
auld Churdles Ash — him what's got the loom to 
Widecombe, do buy it for money, wi' gladness," 

" Ban't much black wool in these paarts ; an* my 
mother knits her worsted into clothes for me. But 
I'll share what I find with you now." 

" I lay ril find a plenty for myself." 

" I lay you will. An* 1*11 shaw 'e wheer the black- 
berries be in autumn time, an* wheer the best hurts be 
got out Laughter Tor way ; an* wheer the properest 
rexens for cannel-making^ do graw." 

" Sure you*m a very kind-fashioned bwoy, Jan 
Aggett*' 

" You*d best to call me just * Jan,' like other folks." 

" So I will ; an' you*d best to call me * Sally.' " 

" Burned if I doan't then ! An' us'U be friends." 

From that time forward the lonely children 
became close companions; and when years passed 
and Sarah ripened to maidenhood, while John 
brought forth a straw-coloured moustache and thick 
beard that matched his sandy locks, the pair of them 

* Rexens for cannel-making. Rushes for candle-making. 
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were already regarded by their own generation as 
surely bound for marriage in due season. 

There came an afternoon when the girl had reached 
the age of eighteen and John was just arrived at 
man's estate. They worked together during harvest 
time, and the thatcher, standing on a stack ladder, 
watched the girl where she was gleaning and likened 
her pink sunbonnet to some bright flower nodding 
over the gold stubbles. Presently she came to him 
with a bundle of good corn under her arm. 

" 'Tis long in the straw this year," she said. " You 
must thresh it for me when you can and hand me the 

4 

straw for plaiting. I can sell all the hats an' bonnets 
tu, as Fm like to weave. An' parson do alius give 
me half a crown each year for a new straw hat." 

John came down from his perch and picked up the 
little sheaf. Then, the day's work done, they dawdled 
up the hill, and Sarah, hot and weary, after toil in 
great sunshine, sometimes took John's hand, like a 
little child, when the road revealed no other person. 

Up through the lanes from the farm of Cator 
Court to the higher land they made their way, crossed 
over the river nigh Dury and passed beside a wall 
where scabious drew a sky-blue mantle over the 
silver and ebony lichens of the granite. Pennyworts 
also raised their little steeples from the interstices of 
the old wall ; briars broke its lines ; red berries and 
black twinkled among the grasses, and dainty cups 




10 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

and purses of ripe seeds revealed their treasures; 
flowers not a few also blossomed there, while butter- 
flies gemmed the golden ragwort, and bees struggled 
at many blossoms. A mellow murmur of life 
gladdened the evening, and the sun, slow sinking 
behind distant Believer, warmed the world with 
rich horizontal light. At a break in the stones 
dripped a stream in a little dark nest of ferns. 
Here, too, stood a stile leading into heavy woods, 
and one sentinel beech tree arose at the corner of 
a gamekeeper's path through the preserves. Hither, 
weary with her labours and desiring a brief rest, 
Sarah turned, climbed the stile, and sat down beneath 
the tree. John accompanied her and they reclined 
in silence awhile where the ripe glory of September 
sunshine sent a shimmer of ruddy and diaphanous 
light into the heart of the wood and flamed upon the 
bole of the great beech. A woodpecker suddenly 
departed from the foliage above the silent pair. He 
made off with a dipping, undulatory motion and 
cheerful laughter, as who should say, " two is com- 
pany and three none." ' 

John turned to Sarah and sighed and shook his 
head while he tickled her hand with a straw from the 
sheaf. She did not withdraw it, so he came a little 
nearer and put the straw up her arm ; then followed 
it with two of his own fingers and felt her moist skin 
under them. 
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She laughed lazily, and the music fired his heart 
and sluggish tongue. 

" Oh, God, Sally, how long be I to dance upon your 
beck and call for nought? How long be I to bide 
this way while you hang back ? " 

" Us couldn't be gerter friends," 

" Ess fay, but us could, Wheer do friendship lead 
to *twixt men an' women? Dost hear? I knaw 
you'm butivul to see, an* purtiest gal in Postbridge 
an' such like; an' I knaw a man o' my fortune an' 
poor brain power's got no right — an' yet, though 'tis 
bowldacious so to do, I ban't built to keep away from 
*e, I peek an' pine an' dwindle for 'e, I do." 

" * Dwindle,' dear heart ! Wheer's the signs of that ? 
You'm stronger an' taller an' better'n any man on 
East Dart." 

" Did 'e say 'better,' Sally ? Did 'e mean it ? 'Tis 
a year since I fust axed 'e, serious as a man, an' a 
dozen times 'twixt then an' now I've axed again. I 
swear I thought as I'd seen love light in them misty 
eyes of thine, else I'd have troubled 'e less often. 
But— but " 

" Wouldn't I have sent 'e away wi' a flea to your 
ear when fust you axed, if I'd meant all I said, you 
silly gawkim ? " 

Then he put his arm round her and hugged her 
very close. No artifice restrained the plump natural 
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curves of her waist ; her garments were thin and the 
soft body of her beneath them fired him. 

'* Give awver ! You'm squeezin* me, Jan !" 

" Say it then — say it out — or I'll hug 'e, an' hug *e, 
an' hug 'e to death for sheer love ! " 

'* You gert thick-headed twoad ! Caan't 'e read 
awnly a woman's words to 'e ? Haven't 'e found out 
these long months ? Didn't 'e even guess how 'twas 
when we went christening Farmer Chave's apple 
trees down-along by night, an' I slapped your face 
for comin' to me arter you'd been fooling with that 
slammocking maypole of a gal, Tom Chubb's darter ? 
You'm blind for all your eyes." 

He gave an inarticulate grunt and poured huge 
noisy kisses on her hair and face and little ears. 

"Christ A'mighty! Sweatin' for joy I be! To 
think it — to think you finds the likes o' me gude 
enough for 'e ! Theer — theer. Hallelujah ! " 

He shouted and danced with the grace of a brown 
bear, while she smoothed herself from his salutations 
and sat up panting after such rough embrace. Then 
he took out his knife and sought the beech tree be- 
hind them. Sunset fires were dying away. Only 
a starry twinkling of auburn light still caught the 
high tops of the tallest trees and marked them out 
against the prevailing shadows of the woods. 

"'Tis a deed should be cut on the fust bark as 
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meets your eyes arter the woman's said ' yes ' to 'e/' 
declared John. 

Then, turning to the trunk where lichens painted 
pale silver patterns on the grey, he set to work, at 
the height of a man's heart, and roughly fashioned 
the letters " S. B." and " J. A." with a scroll around 
them and a knot beneath to indicate the nature of 
true love. 

"Theer let it bide, sweetheart, for our childer's 
childer to see when we'm sleepin' down-along." 

" Go away with 'e, Jan ! " 

Presently they moved onward to their homes. 

" Braave news for my mother," said the girl. 

" Braaver news for mine," declared John. 

The sun had set and the twilight was in Sarah's 
grey eyes as she lifted them to him. Together they 
passed upwards, very slowly, with her head against 
his shoulder and his arm round her, 

"'Tis a pleasant thing seeminly to have a huge 
gert man to love 'e." 

" Ess fay, my bird ! You'll live to knaw it, please 
God." 

From their lofty standpoint spread a wide scene of 
waning light on a fading world ; and above the 
eastern horizon, through the last roses of the after- 
glow, imperceptibly stole a round shield of pale 
pearl. Aloft the sleeping wind-clouds lost their 
light and turned slate-grey as the misty phantom 
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of the moon gathered brightness, and the western 
nimbus of sunset faded away. 

Then John took his lips from his love's and gave 
her the sheaf of gleaned com and left her at her 
father's door, while he tramped on up the hill. 

His mother trembled before the long-anticipated 
truth and knew the first place in his heart was gone 
at last. 

" As purty as a pictur in truth," she said, " but 
something too taffety^ for the wife of a day 
labourer." 

"Not so," answered the man. "She'm an angel 
out o' heaven, an' she'll come to be the awnly wife 
worth namin* on Dartymoor. For that matter she 
ban't feared of a day's work herself, an' have awften- 
times earned a fourpenny piece 'pon the land." 



II 

Throughout the week Samson Belworthy, the 
father of Sarah, swung a sledge and followed a 
blacksmith's calling at Postbridge; upon the day 
of rest his labours were of a more delicate sort, for 
he played the bass viol and pulled as good a bow as 
any musician around about the Moor. This man 
accepted John as suitor to his daughter with certain 
reservations. He had no mind to dismiss Sally into 

^ Taffety^ Delicate, dainty. 
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poverty and bargained for delay until Aggett had 
saved money, obtained regular occupation, instead 
of his present casual trade, and arrived at a worldly 
position in which he could command a cottage and 
thus offer his wife a home worthy of her. 

From desultory application to the business of his 
dead father — a sort of work in which he had never 
much distinguished himself — ^John now turned his 
face upon the problems of life in earnest, and sought 
employment under a responsible master. His 
ambition was to win a place as gamekeeper or 
assistant keeper on the estates of the manor lord ; 
but he lacked the necessary qualifications in the 
opinion of those who knew him ; being indeed 
strong enough, courageous enough, and familiar 
enough with the duties of such a calling, but having 
an uncertain temper, by nature fiery as his own 
freckled skin in summer-time. Finally, his physical 
strength obtained for him daily work and weekly 
wage at Farmer Chave's. Into the establishment of 
Believer Barton he entered and, as cowman, began 
a new chapter of his life. 

All proceeded prosperously during the autumnal 
progress of his romance. John gave every satisfac- 
tion, was said to have forgotten his way to the sign 
of the "Green Man" at Postbridge, and certainly 
developed unsuspected capabilities in the direction 
of patience and self-control. He toiled amain. 
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attracted his master's regard and won the red-hot 
friendship of his master's son. 

This youth, by name Timothy, returning from 
his apprenticeship to a brewer at Plymouth after 
a futile endeavour to master that profitable business, 
decided to follow in his father's footsteps, much 
to the elder's disappointment. Timothy Chave 
elected to be a farmer, however, and coming home 
a fortnight before Christmas, he devoted his days 
and nights to the pleasure of sport as a prelimi- 
nary to the tremendous application he promised 
when the new year should come. He was two years 
younger than John Aggett and a youth of higher 
intelligence and finer clay; but he found in John 
an ideal follower by flood and field. There came 
a day, one week before the Christmas festival, when 
for particular reasons Tim desired a heavy bag. 
John was therefore begged off his farm duties, and 
the young men, rising by starlight, trod the high 
land and pressed forward before dawn towards 
Aggett's familiar haunts. 

Young Chave, a lad of good repute and handsome 
exterior, had learned his lessons at Blundell's School, 
was accounted a very clever youth, and held in 
much esteem as a traveller and a scholar amidst 
the natives of Postbridge. His mother spoiled him 
and fooled him to the top of his bent; his father 
had been proud of him until the lad's recent de- 
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termination tp* soar no higher than the life of a 
countryman. 

This present excursion bore reference to a special 
event, as has been said. There were coming from 
North Devon to Believer Barton, for the holiday 
season, sundry poor cousins of the Chaves. On 
Christmas Eve they would ariive, and, as a certain 
pretty damsel of seventeen was to accompany her 
elders, Timothy's generous heart determined that 
moorland delicacies must await her, if his right arm, 
long fowling-piece and liver-coloured spaniel could 
secure them. With this excuse he had won John 
Aggett away from the cow-byres, and together, as 
day broke, they passed southward to Dartmeet, held 
on by Combestone Tor and presently tramped into 
the lonely and desolate fastnesses of Holne Moor. 
Here, with cautious passage across half- frozen 
swamps^ the sportsmen sought their game. 

To the progress of that day no part of this narrative 
need be devoted ; suffice it that we meet the men 
again coming homeward under an early, universal 
twilight and a cold northern wind. In certain marshes, 
rumoured to send forth warm springs even at dead 
of frosty nights, John Aggett had found good sport, 
and now from the servant's waist-girdle a big bag 
bulged with two brace of teal, three snipe, two wood- 
cock and a hare. Through the grey promise of 
coming snow they pushed homeward where the wind 
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wailed a sad harmony in the dead heath, and all the 
ground was very hard save upon the black bogs that 
frozm not. John was clad as the Kurds and Moun- 
tain Syrians to this day ; he wore a sheep's pelt 
with the hair towards his body, the skin turned out 
Arms of like material fitted into this snug vest, and 
his breeches were similarly fashioned. Timothy, as 
he faced the north wind booming over a heather 
ridge, envied Aggett, for his own garments, albeit 
stout enough, lacked the warmth of the natural skin. 
" Colder and colder/' he said ; " and the last drop 
of sloe gin drunk and five good miles before us 

yet" 

" Tis so ; but theer's Gammer Gumey's cot down- 
along in a lew place under Yar Tor. If you mind to 
turn out of the way a bit, 'tis certain she'll have 
gude, heartening liquors hid away, though how she 
comes by the fiery stuff, an' the tobacco her sells in 
secret, an the frill-de-dills o' precious silks an' foreign 
lace-work ban't my business to knaw." 

"Good! We'll pay Gammer a visit My father 
gets many a gill of brandy from the old rascal." 

"In league wi' the Dowl I doubt" 

"More likely with the smugglers. Plenty of 
cargoes are run down Teignmouth way, and when 
they've dodged the gangers and made a good haul, 
the farther they take their wares inland the better. 
She pays them well, be sure." 
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^'She do awften talk 'bout a sailor son, come to 
think on't" 

** Ay, many and many a sailor son, I warrant you I 
My father says her cognac is drink for the gods; 
yet if they are pleased to make him a Justice of the 
Peace> then he will adopt different measures with 
Mother Gumey, for a man's conscience must be set 
above his stomach." 

**Her be a*baggarin' auld sarpent for sartain, an' 
goeth through the air on a birch broom or awver the 
sea in a eggshell, an' many such-like devilries. In 
times past I judge the likes o' she would burn for 
such dark wickednesses ; though her did me a gude 
turn once, I'll allow." 

While speaking, they had rounded the ragged side 
of Yar Tor, and then proceeding, passed to the north 
by sdkneT ancient hut circles of the old stone men. 
Following a wall, where the hill sloped, they found 
themselves confronted with the bird's-eye view of a 
londy, thatched cottage. Below it the land sank 
with abruptness; before the entrance extended a 
square patch of garden. No sign of life marked the 
spot; but as the men climbed down a pathway 
through withered fern, they aroused a bob-tailed, 
blue-eyed sheep-dog which leapt, gaunt and apelike, 
to the limit of its tether and barked wildly at the 
intruders, A naked austerity, a transparent innocence 
and poverty marked the spot to casual eyes. 
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"Down these winding ways, or else out of the 
woods below, come Mother Gurney's 'sailor sons' 
with their packs and barrels hid under innocent peat 
and rushes, no doubt," commented Timothy. 

Then John Aggett knocked at the door with a 
modest tap and young Chave noted that he spat over 
his left shoulder before doing so. 

" 'Tis plaguey hard to be upsides wi* a witch, I do 
assure 'e ; but she'm a wonnerful clever woman, as all 
in these paarts do very well knaw," confessed John. 

Ill 

Gammer Gurney dwelt quite alone and none had 
seen the alleged mariner her son, for the occasions of 
his visits were hidden in nocturnal mystery. Upon 
one point at least no doubt existed : the dame could 
vend choicest cognac to a favoured few at a shilling 
a pint ; and those whom it concerned also knew that 
no such tobacco as that she sold, whether for smok- 
ing or chewing, might be otherwise procured nearer 
than Exeter. There was a whisper, too, of French 
silks and laces, concerning which the wives of the 
quality could have told a tale ; and gossips of that 
district were prepared to swear upon the Book how 
more than once in moments of high excitement 
Gammer Gurney had uttered words and whole 
sentences of words in a heathen tongue. Yet, despite 
her powers and accomplishments, she always went her 
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humble rounds with an old donkey in an older cart 
Ostensibly she purchased rags and bones and other 
waste from farm kitchens; and those who knew not her 
peculiarities and pitied her lean apparition in its iron 
pattens, old sunbonnet and " dandy-go-risset " gown, 
would give her cast-off garments and orts from the 
table to keep life in her. Others, better informed, 
well understood what was hidden in the donkey cart, 
and Gammer came as an honoured if a secret guest 
to many a great house on the countryside. Indeed 
half a hundred sea-dogs were her sons, and the 
smugglers thought a ten-mile tramp over Dartmoor 
no hardship when the Gammer's great discretion and 
the liberality of her prices for matters contraband 
came to be considered. In addition to these dark 
practices Mother Gurney was reputed a witch in her 
own right, but a witch of the better sort — a white 
wonder-worker, whose marvellous knowledge enabled 
her to combat the black necromancers that haunted 
Devon in those days to the detriment of honest folk. 
Their power of the evil eye ; their unpleasant habit 
of over-looking innocent men and women, was 
quelled and crushed by Gammer's stronger if less 
sinisteif charms. To gain privater ends, she fostered 
this vulgar opinion concerning her accomplishments ; 
was much rapt in secret studies and claimed wide 
skill in medicaments and cures by drug and amulet 
for beast and man. Recoveries, indeed, were laid at 
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her door with frank thankfulness; though whether 
the moorland herbs and rare simples, ostentatiously 
plucked at times of old moons and eclipses, were to 
be thanked so much as that ingredient of strong 
French brandy which entered into her prescriptions, 
may be left a matter of conjecture. 

Upon the door of Gammer Gurney's mysterious 
home John Aggett knocked, then a little nut-brown 
woman opened to him, nodded without affectation of 
superior parts, and even curtseyed in old-fashioned 
style at sight of Timothy. 

"Your sarvant, young maister," she said. "Be 
pleased to step in, an' you'm welcome, I'm sure, 
though 'tis the home of poverty. Rest free, if that's 
your errand — rest; an' theer's a gude cushioned 
chair to hold 'e tu, though you mightn't count to 
find such here." 

The white witch had no peculiarities. She merely 
suggested a venerable and time-worn body whose 
life had not lacked tribulations and whose tether 
must be near at hand. But her dark eyes were very 
bright and her activity of body was still apparent. 

Timothy lolled in the great "grandfather" chair 
and a red peat glow flamed on his leather gaiters 
from the fire ; John sat near the door with a wander- 
ing and uneasy eye, ready to discover mystery and 
read secrets at every turn. He knew that to ask 
openly for the cordial he desired had been to make 
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a hole in his manners. He therefore waited for his 
master to speak. 

Gammer Gurney mended the fire and chattered 
briskly. 

" Theerll be little more huntin' 'pon the high Moor 
'fore the snaw come. An' 'tis near now. It be given 
me to knaw 'bout what fashion weather us may look 
for by the birds an' berries, by the autumn colour of 
leaves, by tokens hid in still waters an' the callin' of 
the cleeves." 

" The reds was in the sky this mamin'," said John, 
" a savage, sulky sunrise, I warn 'e." 

*' I seed un ; an' a terrible braave sight of snaw 
unshed in the elements; an' the airth ripe for it 
Gert snaw an' ice be comin', wi' sorrowful deep drifts 
an' death to man an' beast, an' awfullest floods to 
follow arter. I've knawn this many days an' laid in 
store against it" 

Timothy now saw his opportunity. 

" And Tm going to add to that store if you'll let 
me. There's a fine hare in the bag." 

'*A hare, did 'e say? They'm dark, fanciful 
beasts, an' if I was anything but a honest woman, 
I'd not touch no such thing. But I knaw what 
I knaw. Wheer did 'e find un ? " 

'' I shot un," said John, dragging the animal forth. 
'* Her was sittin' aquott under a tussock nigh Horn's 
Cross on Holne Moor." 
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" Then 'tis a pure, natural beast wi' no dark tricks 
to un, if 'twas theer. A witch hare wouldn't go in 
them plaaces. A right hare — sure enough, an' heavy 
tu. Thank 'e kindly ; an' if you comes round arter 
Christmas I'll cure the skin for 'e, Jan Aggett. 
'Twill make a proper cap against the hard weather." 

John scraped and offered respectful thanks ; then 
refreshments became the subject of Timothy Chave's 
speech. 

" You haven't a cup of milk by you, mother ? I'm 
thirsty as a fish." 

"Milk — ess fay; but none for you. Ban't drink 
for grawed men, if you ax me. But I've — ^well, no 
call to name it Yet 'tis a wholesome sort o' tipple 
took in reason an' took hot. You bide here. I'll be 
back direckly minute." 

She disappeared through a low door at the side of 
the kitchen and locked it behind her. In five minutes 
she returned with the promised refreshment and 
poured it from a square, earthenware crock into two 
large cups. These she half filled with brandy, then 
added hot water from a kettle, and finally dropped 
a lump of yellow candy into each, with mingled 
spices from a shining black box. 

" 'Twill do 'e a power o' gude an' keep away evil 
an' make heroes of 'e," declared the woman. Then 
she watched the drinking men, with pleasure in her 
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bright eyes, and showed that she appreciated their 
grunts and gurgles of satisfaction. 

" Better'n milk ? " she said. 

** A godlike brew ! " declared Timothy ; and John, 
who had waited to see his master drink first before 
venturing upon the witch's gift, now gave Gammer 
Gurney the compliments of the blessed season with 
all respect, then drained the last drop of his refresh- 
ment and scraped out the remaining spice and sugar 
with his fingers. 

" Sure I feels like a mighty man o* Scripture com- 
pared to what I was a bit ago," he declared, as the 
spirit moved him. 

" You'd make your fortune if you set up a sign in 
a city and sold that stuff to all buyers," prophesied 
Timothy. 

"I wants no fortune, Maister Chave. I be here, 
an auld sawl well thought 'pon an* wi'in call o* 
friends. I tell no tales an' breed no troubles, an' 
what goes in my ear doan't come out at my mouth 
wi' a new shape to it, I assure 'e. No tale-bearer 
me. Tongue an' ear strangers — that's the wise way." 

" You'm wise enough, ma'am ; everybody knaws 
that." 

" Not that I set up for anything above my neigh- 
bours, though I may have done 'em a gude service 
here an' theer." 

" A many of 'em — Lard, He knaws how many," 
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declared John, eagerly. '^Taake my awn case. 
Didn't 'e tell me how to win my maid for a silver 
sixpence, an* didn't I do as you bid an' worrit her 
marnin', noon an' night till she said the word ? An' 
didn't Digory Crampiron, the shepherd, come to 'e 
'pon the same cause an' ax what fashion woman 'twas 
as he'd best pay court to ? An' didn't you say her'd 
be a dark maid? An' sure enough dark her was; 
an' a gude wife an' mother these many days now." 

" That's the thing I'd like to hear!" cried Timothy. 
"Read me riddles. Gammer. Tell me my fate in 
marriage, and when the girl is coming, and what she'll 
be like. Tell me, and I'll give thee a golden guinea!" 

Now it fell out, strangely enough, that the white 
witch knew certain facts hidden from her ques- 
tioner — facts that none the less concerned him in 
some measure. She had that forenoon visited Bel- 
lever Barton to find the household of the farm in 
some confusion. The Christmas guests had arrived 
three days earlier than they were expected, that cir- 
cumstance being explained by an opportunity to 
travel cheaply to Moretonhampstead on a stage- 
coach, some of whose passengers had failed it From 
Moreton to Postbridge was no great matter, and the 
male travellers had ridden that distance, bringing their 
luggage on a packhorse and their ladies upon pillions 
behind them. In the bustle and confusion caused by 
this premature advent. Gammer Gurney was kept 
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waiting in the buttery — treatment very rarely ex- 
tended to her dignity. But this delay had not been 
wasted. A garrulous housekeeper explained circum- 
stances to the old woman and added that one of the 
newcomers, a girl of a fair face, reserved manners 
and great good sense, had won Farmer Chave's heart, 
and was by him secretly destined for Timothy with- 
out that young man's knowledge. This maiden the 
Gammer had seen and spoken with before she de- 
parted homewards ; but as for Tim, he knew nothing 
of the business. Thus it may be guessed what excel- 
lent matter for a prophecy was now at the hand of the 
white witch. Indeed, she had oftentimes done mira- 
cles in the public esteem with less promising material. 
Nevertheless, this circumspect woman showed no 
eagerness to take young Chave at his word. 

*'Best to think twice 'fore you ax me that," she 
answered. " 'Tis a serious deed, boy, and not to be 
undertaken in a light spirit. Mind this tu: the 
truth ban't always sweet or what our ears are best 
tuned for hearinV 

Her respectful manner vanished upon the introduc- 
tion of this theme. She now spoke as the young 
man's superior. Timothy was not frightened from 
his purpose, however, and screwed his face into 
solemnity. Then he winked behind Gammer Gurney*s 
back at John Aggett, who, knowing well how witches 
have eyes behind and before, doubted not that the 
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action had been observed and was much discomfited 
in consequence. 

" Here's your guinea, mother ; that'll show you 
I'm in solemn earnest upon this matter." 

The wise woman instantly swept up the coin. 

" If you will, you will," she said. 

As a preliminary to the fortune reading, two rush 
candles were lighted and the table cleared. Then 
upon it the sibyl drew a half circle with black char- 
coal and spread ancient cards round the circumfer- 
ence. Next she set up in the midst a lump of shining 
quartz, of the sort known as Cornish crystal, and into 
a natural cup within this stone she poured the black 
contents of a small, strangely shaped bottle. Now, 
bidding them be silent and motionless, with impene- 
trable gravity she went upon her knees beside the 
table and so remained for a long five minutes. 
Sometimes she gabbled to herself, sometimes she set 
her hands upon a conjunction of the outspread cards; 
but her eyes, as it appeared, never closed for a 
moment and never for a moment wandered from the 
little black lake in the quartz discerning-glass. 

John, deeply impressed, sat with his mouth open ; 
and even the scholar felt his scepticism waning a trifle. 

Presently Gammer Gurney began to talk, and after 
much moonshine and a whole rigmarole of promises, 
predictions and cautions, the witch broke off and 
scanned the crystal with increased intensity. 
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" Terrible coorious ! " she murmured in an audible 
aside. " No such thing as this ever happened 
afore, I should judge. What's the day of the 
month ? " 

" Eighteen of December," said John. 

" Exacally so ! An' if— theer ! Of all straange 
fallings-out ! " 

She gazed blankly at her guest until Timothy, 
despite his education at Blundell's, grew a little 
uncomfortable. 

" Well, well, whaf s amiss, mother ? Out with it for 
good or ill. What pitfall is waiting for me — an early 
marriage ? " 

" A maiden be waitin* for 'e, Timothy Chave ; an' 
this very day — a grey-eyed young girl wi' bright hair 
an' cherry lips — this day — by picture an' by crystal ! 
She'm nearer than the coming snow — she'm at your 
elbow, man ! Ess fay, first young woman as you see 
an' speak with come the owl-light — her an' none 
other will be your lifelong mate ! " 

" Merciful to me ! 'Tis most owl-light now ! " 
gasped John Aggett. 

" By St. George and the dragon too, I'm near my 
fate then! Up and off, John! I'll see my bride 
before nightfall. Come on." 

The woman huddled up her cards, cleaned the 
table, and poured the black liquid into the fire. 
Timothy was eager to be gone, and now took an 
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abrupt leave of his soothsayer ; while as for Gammer 
Gurney, she stood like one in a dream and regarded 
Tim with vacant eyes. It was her custom thus to 
appear elevated in the spirit after exercise of her 
remarkable gifts. So they left her at her cottage 
door and started for home at a good pace. The 
fresh air contributed much to blow superstition out of 
Timothy's mind ; but his companion continued taci- 
turn and was evidently impressed by what he had 
seen and heard. 

" She gave I goose-flesh down the spine, for all her 
outlandish fiery drink/' he said. 

" You're a fool, John ; an' I'm a greater. A good 
guinea wasted." 

Nearing home, they turned off the Moor, passed 
the cottage of Aggett's mother, and proceeded along 
the hill. Then it was that John, desiring to shift the 
game-bag from his girdle to his shoulder, hung back 
some forty paces. His fingers were cold and the 
buckle was stiff; his master therefore gained upon 
him and, passing the comer of a plantation, went out 
of sight. Mending his pace to overtake the other, 
John heard hidden voices, the hour then being dusk ; 
and, a moment later, coming round the corner of the 
woodlands, he saw Timothy Chave in conversation 
with a woman. She was clad in scarlet flannel even 
to the snug hood round her ears, and her figure shone 
brightly through the gloaming. 



MOUND BY THE WAY 81 

He heard words half laughing, half annoyed, in the 
girl's uplifted voice. 

" Who be glazin' at then ? Make way, caan't 'e ? 
Do 'e think I be a ghost out the wood ? " 

" Not a bit of it! A good fairy more likely. And 
forgive me ; I wanted so much to hekr you speak." 

"You'm a very impident chap then, for all your 
gert gashly gun awver your shoulder ! " 

The woman passed Timothy light-footed, then, 
turning quickly down a lane, she disappeared, just as 
John joined his master. The young man was in an 
extremity of excitement 

** Good God ! Did you see her — ^that red girl ? 
An' after what the hag said ! Her eyes, man ! Eyes 
like stars in the dark and a voice like the wood 
doves ! I came straight upon her peeping out of her 
red hood, like the queen of pixies! Who is she, 
John ? Who's her father ? And where has she van- 
ished to? Speak if you know. Tis a marvellous 
miracle of a thing that I should meet her in this way. 
I could swear I was dreaming; yet I'm as much 
awake as she was alive. Who in the name of wonder 
is she ? Speak if you know." 

" She'm a maiden by the name of Sarah Belworthy, 
darter o' Smith Belworthy; an' she'm tokened to 
me," said Aggett, stolidly. 
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IV 

John's announcement awoke a laugh in the younger 
man, and Timothy dismissed the subject with a sort 
of lame apology ; but the other remained dumb after 
his assertion, and few more words passed between 
them. Aggett, however, burnt within, for the recent 
incident had caused him infinite uneasiness and alarm. 
To allay these emotions he hastened to the home of 
Sarah as soon as his duties at the farm were ended, 
and there, before her parents, rated her in round 
terms for speaking to a strange man under the dark- 
ness. The girl's mother heard of what had happened 
with secret interest; Sarah herself laughed, then 
cried, and finally made her peace with many .promises 
that no light action in this sort should ever again be 
brought against her. Of the white witch and the 
prediction John did not speak ; and though he re- 
turned to his loft above the cows a comforted man, 
yet, in the hours of night, fear and foreboding gripped 
his heart again and frank terror at the shadow of an 
awful catastrophe made him toss and sweat in the 
darkness. Twice he rose and prayed childish prayers 
that his mother had taught him. They were nothing 
to the purpose, yet he trusted that they might call 
the Almighty's attention to him and his difficulties. 
So he lay awake and scratched his head and puzzled 
his scanty brains with what the future held hidden. 
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As for Timothy, the splendid twilight vision of 
Sarah in her red array was by no means dimmed by 
the subsequent appearance of his own fair kins- 
woman. A first fiery love had dawned in him, and 
the romantic circumstances attending its awakening 
added glamour to the charm of mystery. Already he 
almost granted Gammer Gurney a measure of the 
powers she pretended to. Aggett's statement had 
iced his ardour for a while ; but a bitter-sweet yearn- 
ing and unrest grew again after the cowman was 
gone — grew gigantic to the shutting out of all other 
things feminine; and Sarah's grey eyes, not his 
little cousin's, were the lamps that lighted Timothy's 
midnight pillow. 

In the morning he gave himself great store of 
practical and sensible advice. He told himself that 
he was too good a sportsman to interfere with 
another's game and poach on another's preserve; 
and he assured himself that he was too excellent a 
son to fall in love with a blacksmith's daughter and 
sadden his mother's declining days. He laughed at 
himself, and, when he met John after breakfast, spoke 
no more of the incident. He grew self-righteous 
toward noon and was secretly proud of himself for 
having withstood the fascination of Sarah Belworthy's 
face and voice with such conspicuous ease. He told 
his conscience that the fancy was already dead ; he 
felt that it would be interesting to meet the girl 
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s^ain ; and he assured himself that her image in full, 
garish daylight must doubtless fall far below the 
perfection that it suggested half veiled under coming 
darkness. During that afternoon he marvelled a 
little at his own restlessness, then sought occupation 
and decided that it would be well to have his horse's 
shoes roughed. He knew under this explicit deter- 
mination lurked implicit desire to see the father of 
Sarah Belworthy, but he did not give his mind 
time to accuse him. He looked to his horse himself; 
he was very busy and whistled and addressed those 
he knew about him, as he trotted down to the smithy, 
feebly trying to deceive himself. 

A black cavern gaped out on the grey day, and 
from within came chime of anvil and hoarse breath 
of bellows. But it was not the spluttering soft red- 
hot iron that caught Tim's eye, A lurid figure ap- 
peared and disappeared like magic as each pulse of 
the bellows woke a flame that lighted up the forge. 
This vision now gleamed in the blaze, then faded as 
the fire faded, and Timothy knew it for his pixie 
queen of the preceding night. Such an unexpected 
incident unnerved him ; for a brief moment he 
thought of riding on ; but he had already drawn rein 
and now dismounted, his heart throbbing like the 
fire. 

Sarah had brought her father some refreshments 
from home, and was amusing herself, as she had often 
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done before, with the great leathern bellows, while a 
lad worked at the anvil and the smith rested from his 
labour and ate and drank. 

Smith Belworthy gloried more than common in 
two possessions — his daughter and his bass viol. 
Sometimes he mentioned one first, sometimes the 
other. To-day, having gfreeted Tim with great friend- 
ship and not forgetting the incident of the previous 
night, he bid Sarah step forward, much to her mortifi- 
cation, and drew young Chave's attention to her as 
though she had been some item in an exhibition. 

" My darter, young sir, Sally by name. Theer's a 
bowerly maid for 'e ! An' so gude as she'm purty ; 
an' so wise as she'm gude most times. Awnly eigh- 
teen year auld, though all woman, I assure 'e. But 
tokened, maister — tokened to a sandy-headed giant 
by name of Jan Aggett — her awnly silly deed, I 
reckon." 

" The best fellow in the world," said Timothy. 

" Maybe, but who be gude enough for the likes o' 
she ? My li'l rose of Sharon her be ; an' the husband 
as I'd have chose should have been somebody, 'stead 
of nobody. But theer she is, an' I lay you've never 
seed a purtier piece in all your travels, have 'e now ? " 

The blacksmith g^rinned affectionately, held Sarah's 
arm in his grimy grip and surveyed his daughter as 
he had gazed upon some prize beast or a triumph of 
the anvil. 



.■4 



W 
1 




86 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

" Doan't heed un," burst out Sally, her grey eyes 
clouded and her face as red as her gown. " Never 
did no girl have such a gert gaby of a faither as me. 
His wan goose be a royal swan, an' he do reckon all 
the countryside must see wi* his silly eyne an' think 
same as him — fond auld man ! " 

The cold light of day and the forge-glow struck 
her face alternately as she moved. Young Chave 
was a man and not a stock or a stone. Therefore 
he seized the hour and answered her remark. 

" You shouldn't blame your father for telling the 
truth, young mistress," he said "Even though it 
suit you not to hear it. Yet when 'tis so pleasant 
and so generally accepted, it might well be agreeable 
to you." 

"Theer's butivul scholar's English," chuckled Mr. 
Belworthy; "theer's high gen'leman's language, an* 
the case in a nutshell ! " 

Sarah grew shy and uncomfortable. Angry she 
could not be before Tim's compliments, and how to 
answer him without contradicting him she did not 
know. So she turned to her father instead. 

" Be gwaine to eat an' drink up your food or ban't 
'e, faither ? " 

" All in gude time. I've got to rough the young 
gen'leman's horse's shoes fust." 

" Be in no hurry," said Tim. " I can wait awhile." 
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" I can't then," declared Sarah, ungraciously, and so 
marched off in a fine flutter of mingled emotions. 

Mr. Belworthy looked up from the hoof between 
his knees and winked with great significance at 
Timothy. 

"Kittle cattle— eh? Look at the walk of her! 
Theer ban't another girl this side Dartymoor as 
travels like that *Tis light as a bird, an' you'd doubt 
if her'd leave a footprint 'pon new-fallen snow." 

" So Diana walked," declared Tim. 

"Did her? A Plymouth maiden, I s'pose?" 
asked Mr. Belworthy, with simulated indifference. 

" No — a goddess of ancient times^ — ^just a moon- 
beam shadow, you know. Not a splendid flesh and 
blood beauty like your daughter.'* 

There was no sound but the rasping of the file ; 
then Belworthy spoke again. 

" Tokened to a man as'U never rise much beyond 
Believer Barton cow-yard — that's the mischief of it. 
Her, as might have looked so high, seein' as the 
body of her an' the faace of her be what they be. 
Not a word 'gainst the chap, mind. Brains is the 
gift of God, to be given or held back according to 
His gude pleasure." 

"Such a clever girl, too, I'll warrant. What did 
she see in John Aggett, I wonder ? " 

" Clever in a way, though not so full of wit as my 
cheel might have been prophesied. Me bein' gener- 
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ally reckoned a man of might on the bass viol Sun- 
days. But Sally's just Sally, an' I wouldn't change an 
eyelash of her. Power over musical instruments 
ban't given to women-kind, I reckon; though for 
plain singin' wi' other maidens in a plaace o' wor- 
ship, she'm a tower o' strength. An' she be just 
a polished corner o* the temple prayer-times, no 
matter what gentlefolks comes theer. As to why 
she took on wi' Jan, I lay her couldn't give 'e reasons 
any more'n me. But so 'tis, an' though it mayn't 
never come to axing out in church, yet lovers be 
stubborn in their awn conceits. An' so — you being 
Farmer Chave's awn son an' heir — might, if you was 
that way minded, up an' say a word for Jan." 

" So I will then. He's a right good fellow." 

" 'Tis the season o* herald angels, when hearts are 
warm, you see. An' six shillin' a week do taake 
a terrible long time to goody. Of course, Jan gets 
cider, an' corn at market price tu ; yet wi'out offence 
'tis tail corn most times an' not stomachable — stuff 
as doan't harden muscle." 

" My father would never give his men tail corn," 
cried Timothy, indignantly. 

"Wouldn't he? Then I was wrong. I wouldn't 
go against un for all the tin hid on Dartymoor. But 
theer 'tis. I doan't see how the man's gwaine to 
save against a wife an' fam'ly unless his wage be 
bettered. An* I don't want to see my darter grow 
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into an auld virgin mumphead while he's tryin* to 
scrape brass enough to give her a home. 'Tis wisht 
work such waitin'." 

" rU not forget John Aggett He's a very well- 
meaning man, and honest, and a splendid shot." 

" So he is then, an' a gude shot as you say, though 
I'll alius be sorry as he brought down my li'l bird." 

"If she loves him, 'twill fall out all right, you 
know, Belworthy." 

"If love could taake the place o' victuals an' a 
stone cottage an' a snug peat hearth, it might fall out 
right; but I'm sorry for the maiden's love as have 
got to burn at full pitch o' heat year arter year wi' 
marriage no nearer. *Tis a withering thing for a girl 
to love on, knawin* in her secret heart as each winter 
doan't pass awver her for nought but leaves its awn 
touch o* coldness an' greyness. She hides it from 
the man, o* course — from everyone else tu, for that 
matter, — but 'tis with her all the seasons through an' 
dims her eye, an' furrows her smooth young forehead 
at night-times unbeknawnst to them that love her 
best" 

Timothy doubted not that the blacksmith spoke 
truth, then he trotted off up the hill, and without set 
purpose overtook Sarah on her way home. Her 
voice and the frankness of her face thrilled him as 
she smiled shyly, her temper gone. Again she chid 
him for listening to her parent's nonsense, and he 
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tried to assume a friendly, fatherly manner toward 
her, and failed. The girl made his blood bum and 
his hand shake on his horse's mane. His breath 
came short, his eyes grew bright and only with diffi- 
culty did he arrest a frantic, reckless petition for a 
kiss at any cost Perhaps such an abrupt and vol- 
canic climax had been best; but he restrained him- 
self, swallowed his ardour and became humble before 
her. Seeing that she preferred this attitude, he sank 
to servility; then, rating him for wasting his time 
and her own, she turned away hard by her cottage 
door, and he, without formal farewell, walked his 
horse onward all a-dreaming. Sarah, too, was not 
unmoved, but she hid her emotion and was glad that 
neither her mother's nor any other pair of eyes had 
seen her with young Chave. 

Timothy met the third party to that unfolding 
drama as he proceeded on to the Moor. Then came 
John Aggett with an anxious face looking out upon 
the world above his pale beard. The labourer 
stopped Tim and in broken sentences — like a child 
that wrestles to describe new things within his ex- 
perience but beyond his vocabulary — strove clumsily 
to express a mental upheaval which he lacked words 
to display. He made it clear, however, that he was 
in a great turmoil of mind and much driven by fear 
of appearances in connection with Gammer Gurney's 
predictions of the previous night. 
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" I be just come from speech with the old woman, 
and can't say as 'twas sense or yet nonsense I got out 
of her. She kept a close watch on her lips, 'peared 
to me ; but her eyes threatened bad things an' her 
weern't at ease. * What will happen, will happen,' 
she sez to me ; an' at the fust utterance it seemed a 
deep sayin', yet, come to think on't, 'twas a thing 
known so well to me as she." 

"Why did you go to her?" enquired Timothy, 
knowing without need of answer. 

**'Bout last night. Couldn't banish it from my 
head what her said as to your sweetheart So I went 
an' telled her how you met my Sarah an' axed her if 
that comed in the spell, seein' the girl were tokened 
to another man. An' she said as it might be or 
might not be, because the spoken word remained an' 
was no more to be called back again than last year's 
primrosen. Then I axed her what her view of it 
might be, an' she up an* said what I told 'e : * What 
will happen, will happen.' Arter that I grew hot an' 
said any fule knowed so much, an' she turned round 
'pon me like a dog you've trod on by mistake, an' 
her eyes glinted like shinin' steel, an' I reckoned she 
was gwaine to awverlook me theer an' then. So I 
cleared out of it." 

" What happens, happens, because it must. That's 
all right enough, John. And things won't fall out 
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difTerently because we take thought and pine about 
em. 

" I be keepin' comp'ny, an* it may be a sort o' 
state as blinds the eyes," said Aggett, humbly. " I 
trust 'e in this thing — you*m a gentleman, an* wiser'n 
me, as be a mere zawk for brains alongside you. 
But theer 'tis, she'm my awn maid, an' if the 'mazin* 
butivul looks of her have fired 'e, then, as you'm a 
gude man, so I pray you'll be at trouble not to see 
her no more. *Tis very well to say what must fall, 
must ; but the future did ought to be a man's sarvant, 
I reckon, not his master." 

" That's not philosophic, John." 

" Anyway, if theer's danger in my maid to you, then 
turn your back upon her. I sez it wi' all respects as 
man to master ; an' as man to man, I'll say more, an' 
bid you be a man an' look any way but that Ess 
fay, I sez it, though not worthy to hold a cannel to 
*e. An' what's more, I trust 'e." 

To Timothy's relief John did not delay for an 
answer to his exhortation, but proceeded upon his 
way. So they parted, by curious chance, at that 
spot where to-day there rise the mound and aged 
thorn. The Moor was of a uniform and sullen iron 
colour under a sky of like hue but paler shade. The 
north wind still blew, but the clouds were lower, 
denser and heavy with snow. Even as Aggett went 
down the hill and his rival proceeded upward, there 
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came fluttering out of the grey, the first scattered 
flakes of a long-delayed downfall. They floated 
singly, wide-scattered on the wind ; others followed ; 
here a monstrous fragment, undulating like a feather, 
capsized in the invisible currents of the air. Then 
the swarm thickened and hurried horizontally in 
puffs and handfuls. The clean black edges of the 
distant Moor were now swept and softened with 
a mist of falling snow; aloft, thicker and faster, 
came the flakes, huddling and leaping out of nothing- 
ness and appearing as dark grey specks against the 
lighter sky. Presently indication of change marked 
the world, and a glimmer of virgin white under on- 
coming gloom outlined sheep tracks and made 
ghostly the grey boulders of the Moor. By night- 
fall the great snow had fairly begun, and blinding 
blizzards were screaming over the Moor on the 
wings of a gale of wind. 



Before the snows melted and the first month of 
the new year had passed by, John Aggett and his 
master's son were friends no more. 

Of Timothy it may be recorded that he fought 
fiercely, then with waning strength, and finally suc- 
cumbed and lost his battle. By slow degrees his 
intimacy with Sarah grew. Neither sought the 
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other; but love dragged them together. The man 
hid it from his small world, or fancied that he did 
so; the girl blushed in secret and knew that what 
she had mistaken for love was mere attachment — an 
emotion as far removed from her affection for 
Timothy as the bloodless moonbeams from the 
flush of a rosy sunrise. A time came, and that 
quickly, when she could deceive herself no longer, 
and she knew that her life hung on her lover, while 
the other man was no more than a sad cloud upon 
the horizon of the future. 

Frosts temporarily retarded the thaw, and Timothy 
and Sarah walked together at evening time in a g^eat 
pine wood. A footpath, ribbed and fretted with 
snakelike roots, extended here, and moving along it 
they sighed, while the breath of the great trees bore 
their suspirations aloft into the scented silence. 
One band of orange light hung across the west and 
the evening star twinkled diamond-bright upon it, 
while perpendicularly against the splendour sprang 
the lines of pine trunks, dimmed aloft with network 
of broken and naked boughs, merging above into a 
sombre crown of accumulated foliage. Cushions of 
dead needles were crisp under foot, and the whisper 
of growing ice tinkled on the ear. 

" Tis vain to lie — at least to you an' to myself. 
I love 'e, Tim ; I love 'e wi' all my poor heart — all — 
all of it." 



\ 
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Her breath left her red lips in a little cloud and 
she hung her head hopelessly down. 

"God can tell why such cruel things happen, 
dearest Yet you loved him too — poor chap." 

"Never. *Tis the difference 'tween thinkin' an' 
knowin' — a difference wide as the Moor. I never 
knowed love; I never knowed as theer was such 
a — but this be wicked talk. You've winned the 
solemn truth out o' me; an' that must content 'e. 
I never could ax un to give me up — him so gude an' 
workin' that terrible hard to make a home for me." 

"What will the home be when you've got it? 
Some might think it was better that one should 
suffer instead of two." 

" I couldn't leave him, out of pity." 

" You must think of yourself, too, Sarah — if not 
of me. I hate saying so, but when your life's salva- 
tion hangs on it, who can be dumb? John Aggett's 
a big-hearted, honest man ; yet he hasn't our deep 
feelings ; it isn't in him to tear his heart to tatters 
over one woman as I should." 

" Us can't say what deeps a man may have got hid 
in him." 

"Yes, but we can — in a great measure. John's 
not subtle. He's made of hard stuff and sensible 
stuff. I'll fathom him at any rate. It must be done. 
He shall know. God forgive me — and yet I don't 
blame myself very much. I was not free — never 
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since you came into my life and filled it up to the 
brim. He saw the danger. I. confess that. He 
warned me, an' I bade him fear nothing. I was 
strong in my own conceit Then this happened. 
The thing is meant to be ; I know it at the bottom 
of my being. It was planned at creation and we 
cannot alter it if we would." 

"Tis well to say that; but I reckon poor Jan 
thought the same?" 

" ril see him ; Til speak with him man to man. 
He must give you up. Oh, if I could change places 
with him and find myself a labourer just toiling to 
make a home for you, Td thank the Lord on my 
knees ! " 

" I wish I'd never seen either of 'e, for I've awnly 
made the both of *e wretched men. Better Td never 
drawed breath than bring this gert load of sorrow 
upon you an' him." 

" You can't help it ; you're innocent, and the 
punishment must not fall upon your shoulders. You 
love me better than Aggett ; and that he must know 
in justice to himself — and us." 

" Then his life be ruined an* his cup bitter for all 
time." 

" I don't think so, Sarah. You misjudge him. And 

even if this must be, it is only Fate. I will speak to 

him to-night." 

" Leave it a little while. I'm fearful to trembling 
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when I think of it. 'Tis I must tell him, not you. 
Tis I must tell him Tm not faithful an' beg for for- 
giveness from him. An* if he struck me down an' 
hurted me — if he killed me — Fd say 'twas awnly fair 
punishment." 
" He never would lift a finger, even in his rage." 
"Jan? Never — never, A fiery soul, but so soft- 
hearted as a li'l cheel. Ess fay, 'tis from me he 
should hear it, if he must." 

" It would be better that I should do this." 
Before they reached the stile, that stood under 
the great beech tree, each loving coward had prayed 
the other to leave the task alone; and finally both 
promised to do nothing for a short space. Then 
into the light they came, and Sarah, glancing up- 
ward, saw dim letters and a lovers' knot like sad 
eyes staring from the tree trunk. 

As a matter of fact, there existed no great need 
to impress the situation upon John Aggett The 
man, if slow-witted, was not blind and, indeed, agile 
enough of intellect where Sarah was concerned. For 
many days he had hesitated to read the change in 
her. His visits to her had been marked by gloomy 
fits of taciturnity, by short speeches, abrupt leave- 
takings, by distrust in his eyes, by rough mumbled 
sentences she could not catch, by outbursts of affec- 
tion, by sudden hugs to his heart, by searching, 
silent scrutiny of her features and numberless re- 
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iterations of one question. He never wearied to 
hear her declare that she loved him ; his only peace 
of mind was in the moments of that assurance daily 
repeated ; and he approached to absolute subtlety 
in appraisement of Sarah's voice and vocal inflection 
as she made answer. Until the present, her affirma- 
tion of love had rung truly upon his ear; now he 
felt a shadow behind the words and steeled himself 
to the change. Her lips said one thing; her voice 
and eyes another. He grew slowly to believe the 
signs and to realise that she loved him no more, or 
if a little, so little that she did not mind lying to him. 

Over this earthquake in his life he brooded bitterly 
enough, yet the stroke of it, upon first falling, was in 
some measure broken by his knowledge of Timothy's 
interview with Gammer Gurney. A fatalistic tesigna- 
tion arose from this recollection and manifested itself, 
for the brief space of a week, in John's attitude to 
his fate. But as the nature of all he had lost and 
how he had lost it beat upon his brain, a great agony 
of reality soon caused him to brush the white witch 
and her predictions out of the argument ; they were 
factors too trivial to determine the careers of men 
and women ; and thus, from beneath the smoke of 
his brief apathy appeared a consuming fire, and the' 
man's passionate nature cried for a speedy and 
definite end to his torments. 

Work upon the land was suspended under frost; 



MOUND BY THE WAY 49 

but from the great barn in Believer Barton came 
daily a hurtling of flails where threshing of barley 
kept the hands busy for many hours in each brief 
day. The flails gleamed like shooting stars across 
the dusty atmosphere of the bam^ and when the 
sunlight entered, a sort of delicate golden cloud 
hung in the air, only to sink slowly away upon 
cessation of labour. Timothy Chave, too, laboured 
here. For something to occupy him he swung a 
flail with the rest, and made the old hands think 
better of themselves and their skill within sight of 
his clumsy efforts. Then it happened that Aggett, 
awake to an opportunity, suddenly desisted from 
work, pulled on his coat and accosted his rival. But 
he spoke for Tim's ear alone and challenged no 
general attention. 

" Set down your drashelan' come an' speak wi' me 
a minute^t'other side the yard." 

" Certainly, John, if you wish it" 

A moment later the meeting that Sarah had 
dreaded came about; but the results of it were of 
a sort not to have been anticipated. Aggett went 
straight to the point of attack and his temper suffered 
from the outset before the more cultured man's atti- 
tude and command of words. 

"You knaw full well what I've got to say before 
I sez it, I judge. I see in your face you know, 
Timothy Chave." 

£ 
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" Yes, I do. It's about Sarah. Things that must 
happen, must happen. Tm glad you've broached 
this subject, Aggett. Well, it stands thus; we are 
not our own masters always, unfortunately." 

'' You can say that an' look me in the face calm as 
a stone, arter what passed between us six weeks ago?" 

" Six weeks — is that all ? " 

" Ess fay, though more like six years to me — six 
years o' raging, roasting hell. Why do 'e bide here ? 
Why do 'e take walks along wi' she — skulking in the 
Woods away from honest eyes like a fox? You've 
lied to me " 

" Don't speak quite so loud, John. I cannot help 
the past. It was not my doing. I never sought out 
Sarah. We are all tools in the hand of Fate or 
Providence, or whatever you like to call it; we are 
puppets and must dance to the tune God is pleased 
to play. We're not free, any of us — not free to make 
promises or give undertakings. Doesn't this prove 
that we're slaves to a man ? I love Sarah Belworthy 
with all my heart and soiil. That is not a sin. There 
is nothing in the world for me but her. I'm fran^ 
enough to you now ; and if I lied before, it was 
because I thought I could control what was to come. 
I tried to keep my word. I turned from her path 
many times. I b^ged to be allowed to go away 
from the Moor, but my father would not suffer me 
to change my mind again. I swear I did my best ; 




MOUND BY THE WAY 51 

but loving is another matter. I might as easily have 
promised not to breathe as not to love her." 

" Words ! An' her— an' me ^? " 

"It's cursedly hard. God knows I don't find it 
easy to answer you. But think : picture yourself in 
her place. Imagine that you found a woman you 
loved better than Sarah," 

"'Tis alius lifting of the burden on to other folks' 
shoulders wi' you. I ban't agwaine to imagine 
vain things at your bidding. Dost hear me? I 
want the plain truth in plain speech. But that's 
more'n you could give me, I reckon. The question 
I've got to ax, my girl's got to answer. An' I call 
her * my girl,' yet, until I hear from her awn lips she 
ban't my girl no more. Then — then — Christ knaws 
what *' 

"If there's any sort of satisfaction on earth, I'd 
give it to you. I know better than you can tell me 
that I'm a weak man. And I've hated myself for 
many days when I thought of you ; but there it is — 
a fact beyond any mending." 

" Gret out of her life, if you're honest, an' doan't 
whine to me 'bout things being beyond mendin'! 
Go! Turn your back on her an' let the dazzle of 
'e fade out of her eyes an' out of her mind. You 
knaw so well as me, that it ban't beyond mendin'. 
She promised to marry me 'fore ever she seed the 
shadow of you; an' you knawed it from the fust 
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moment you set eyes on her ; an' yet you went on 
an' sinked from manhood into this. You'm a whole 
cowardice o' curs in the skin o' one man, damn 
you ! " 

"You do right to curse. You will never feel greater 
contempt for me than I do for myself I cannot 
go away. It is impossible — wholly above my strength. 
And the position is beyond mending, despite what 
you say — both for Sarah and for me. It is no crime 
in her to love me; the fault is mine, and if I had 
sworn on my hope of salvation to you, I should have 
broken my oath as I did my promise. Measure my 
punishment — that is all you can do; and I won't 
flinch from it." 

"She loves you — better'n what she do me? It's 
come to that; an' you ax me to measure your punish- 
ment ! You pitiful wretch ! You know you'm safe 
enough now. She loves you better'n me. Theer's 
your safety. 'Struth ! I could smash your bones like 
rotten wood, an' you know it; but she loves you 
better'n me ; an' who be I to crack her painted china 
wi' my rough cloam? I doan't love her no less — 
anyways not so little as to bruise you, an' that you 
knowed afore you spoke. Get out o' my sight an' 
may worse fall on you than ever I would bring. 
May the thing you've done breed an' bite an' sap 
the heart out of 'e like a canker worm ; may it bring 
thorns to your roses, an' death to your hopes, an* 
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storms to your skies ; may it fill your cup wi* gall 
an* bend your back afore your time an* sting you on 
your death-bed. May it do all that, an' more, so as 
you'll mind this hour an' know if Td scatted your 
lying brains abroad and killed *e, 'twould have been 
kinder than to let you live ! " 

" I have deserved your hardest words ; but forgive 
her — now that you yield her up ; forgive her if ever 
you loved her, for the fault was none of hers." 

" You can think for her, can 'e ? You can stand 
between me an' her to shield her against the man 
as would have faced fire an' water an' all hell's 
delights for her ever since she was a li'l dinky maid ! 
You ax me to forgive her — ^you ? Christ A'mighty ! 
she'm a lucky woman to have a man of your metal 
to stand up for her against me ! " 

** I didn't mean that, Aggett ; only I feared " 

"Doan't I love her tu, you smooth-faced fule? 
Do 'e think one hair of her ban't so precious to me 
as to you? Do *e think because she've took your 
poison I'm mazed tu ? I've got to live my life wi'out 
her ; I've got to bide all my days wi'out her — that's 
enough. But she'd have loved me still if she could. 
Ban't her sin that you poured magic in her cup; 
ban't her sin that she won't wear glass beads no 
more now she thinks she've found a strong o' 
di'monds," 

" You're a better man than I am, John ; you make 
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me see what I've done; you make me wish I was 
dead." 

"Liar! Don't prate no more to me. I hate the 
filthy sight of 'e, an' the sound of thy oily tongue. 
I'd swing for e* to-morrow, an' keep my last breath 
to laugh with; but for she. Tell her — no, that I'll 
do myself. FU tell her ; an' no call for you to fear 
as your fine name will get any hard knocks. I'll 
never soil my mouth with it more arter to-day." 

He departed, and the other, in misery and shame, 
stood and watched him return to the threshing-floor. 
Yet, as the unhappy spirit who has sacrificed his 
life to a drug and creeps through shame and con- 
tumely back and back to the poison, counting nothing 
as vital that does not separate him therefrom, so 
now the man felt that Sarah Belworthy was his own 
and told himself that his honour, his self-respect, his 
fair repute were well lost in exchange for this un- 
exampled pearl. 

VI 

At nightfall John Aggett visited the cottage of the 
Belworthys, but Sarah was from home for the day 
and he had a few words with her mother instead. 
That astute woman was well informed of affairs, and 
the romance now proceeding had long been the salt 
of her life, though she pretended no knowledge of it 
In common with her husband, she hoped for glory 
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from a possible union between the cot of Belworthy 
and the homestead of the Chaves. But these ambi- 
tions were carefully hidden from sight. All the 
smith said, when the matter was whispered, amounted 
to a pious hope that the Lord would look after his 
own — meaning Sarah; but presently it behooved 
both parents to stir in the matter, when they learned 
of the subsequent meeting between their daughter 
and John Aggett A very unexpected determina- 
tion on the girl's part resulted from that occasion, 
and the matter fell out in this way. 

Before seeing John again, Sally had lengthy 
speech with her new sweetheart, and he, a little dead 
to the danger of so doing, detailed at length his 
conversation with the cowman and explained the 
complete nature of his rival's renunciation. This 
narrative set Timothy in a somewhat sorry light, 
and the fact that he unconsciously bore himself as a 
victor added to the unpleasant impression conveyed. 
Had Tim declared his own sorrow and shame, blamed 
himself and acknowledged John's greatness with 
whole-hearted or even simulated praise, the girl had 
accepted the position more readily; but as it was, 
young Chave, whose fear of rousing her pity for 
John rendered him less eloquent upon that theme 
than he felt disposed to be, by this very reticence 
and oblivion touching the other's profound sorrow, 
awoke that pity he ,desired to stifle. Indeed, his 
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story moved Sarah unutterably. While her love for 
Tim was the light of her life, yet at this juncture her 
nature forced her to turn to the first man, and now 
she held herself guilty of wickedness in her treatment 
of him. An instinct toward abstract justice, rare in 
women, uplifted her in this strait ; the stricken man 
clung to her mind and would not be banished. Even 
before Timothy's subsequent abasement and self- 
accusations, she could not forget the past or live 
even for an hour in the joy of the present The very 
note of triumph in her loved one's voice jarred 
upon her. It was, therefore, with feelings painfully 
mingled and heart distracted by many doubts that 
Sarah met John Aggett at last. 

He was harsh enough — harsh to brutality — and for 
some subtle reason this attitude moved her to the 
step he least expected. Softness and kind speech 
might have sent Sarah weeping to Timothy after all ; 
but the ferocity, despair and distraction of the big 
flaxen man confirmed her in a contrary course of 
action. She put her hands into his, cried out that, 
before God, she was his woman for all time, and that 
his woman she would remain until the end. John 
Aggett strangled his reason upon this loving declara- 
tion — as many a stronger spirit would have done. 
He told himself that his gigantic love might well 
serve for them both ; he caressed the wanderer in 
love and called upon Heaven to hear his thanks- 
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givings. New rosy-fledged hope sprang and soared 
in his heart at this unhoped blessing, and for a few 
blissful days light returned to his face, elasticity to 
his step. He had steeled his soul to part with her ; 
he had told himself the worst of the agony was over, 
but in reality the girl had come back into his life 
again before the real grief of his loss had bitten itself 
into his mind. Now, despite the inner whisper that 
told him his joy rested on the most futile founda- 
tions possible, he took her back as he had resigned 
her — in a whirlwind of emotion. And he assured 
himself that, having once yielded her up, neither men 
nor God could reasonably ask him to do so again. 

Mrs. Belworthy it was who first penetrated the 
false pretence and mockery of the new understand- 
ing. Upon the strength of that discovery she com- 
municated in secret with Timothy Chave and bade 
him cultivate patience and be of good cheer despite 
the darkness of appearances. Sarah, indeed, showed 
by no sign that she desired to turn from her bargain 
again ; but the emptiness and aridity of these renewed 
relations could not be hidden. Even John grasped 
the truth after a fortnight of hollow love-making. 
He tried to reawaken the old romance, to galvanise 
a new interest into the old hopes and plans; but 
Sarah's simulation too often broke down despite her 
best endeavours. Tears filled her eyes even while 
she clung most fiercely to him ; her parents mur- 
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mured their r^rets that John should persist in ruin- 
ing her life. Indeed, Mrs. Belworthy did more than 
murmur ; she took an occasion to speak strongly to 
the cowman ; yet he shut his eyes to the truth and 
blundered blindly on, straining every nerve and rack- 
ing his brain to discover means whereby Sarah might 
be won back to the old simple ways, to her former 
humility of ambition and simplicity of thought But 
any restoration of the past conditions was impossible, 
for her mind had much expanded in Timothy's keep^ 
ing; and this fact did Aggett, by slow and bitter 
stages, at length receive and accept. With heart the 
sorer for his temporary flicker of renewed happiness, 
he tore himself from out a fool's paradise and aban- 
doned hope and Sarah once for all. 

"'Tis vain to make believe any more," he said to 
her. " God knows you've tried your hardest, but you 
ban't built to throw dust in a body's eyes. Your 
bread's a-been leavened wi' tears these many days, 
an' your heart's in arms against the falling out of 
things. Tis natural as it should be so. We've tried 
to come together again an' failed. Us can do no 
more now." 

" Leave 'e I won't, if you beat me away from 'e like 
a dog, like a dog I'll come back again." 

"Leave me you must, Sally. I ban't gwaine to 
spoil your butivul life for all time wi' my love, though 
you. come wi' open arms an' ax me. to. Go to un 
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free, an' take my solemn word as Til rage against 
him no more. FU know you'm happy then ; an' that 
must be my happiness. I'll never forget you comed 
twice to me o' your own free will." 

" You'm a gude man — a gert saintly man — an' God 
knows why I be so pitiful weak that anything born 
should have come between us, once I'd promised." 

" Many things comes between the bee an' the butt, 
the cup an' the lip, men an' women folks an' their 
hopes o' happiness. Please God you'll fare happy wi' 
him." 

" I don't deserve it, if theer's any justice in the 
sky." 

" Theer ban't to my knowledge. Pray God he'll 
be gude to 'e — ^then I'll forgive the man. An' the 
world won't come to me for his character whether 



or no." 



She protested and wept ; he was firm. For a little 
hour his lofty mood held and he completed the final 
act of renunciation before he slept. Knowing full 
well that Chave would never hear the truth from 
Sarah, he laid wait for him that night and met him 
in Postbridge at a late hour. 

The men stood side by side in the empty, naked 
road that here crossed Dart by a pack-saddle bridge. 
The night was rough and cold but dry, and the wind 
wailing through- naked beeches, the river rattling 
harshly over its granite bed, chimed in unison 
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with the recent sorrow of Timothy's heart When 
Sarah announced her determination, the youth had 
threatened self-destruction and foretold madness. 
Neither one thing nor the other happened, but he 
was sufficiently miserable and his sufferings had by 
no means grown blunted on this night as he plodded 
wearily through the village. 

Aggett, moving out of the darkness, recognised his 
man and spoke. 

"Come you here — on to the bridge," he said 
abruptly. "Theer usil be out o' the way o* the 
world, an' can sit 'pon the stones an' I can say what's 
to say." 

"There is nothing to talk about between us. If 
you knew how much I have suffered and am still 
suffering, you'd spare me more words." 

" Aw jimmery ! You'm a poor whinin' twoad — too 
slack-twisted for any full-grown woman, I should 
have reckoned. But your luck be in. She corned 
back to me for duty ; now she'm gwaine back to you 
for love." 

" Does she know her own mind, John ? " 

" Ess fay, an* alius did arter you come." 

Now Aggett briefly explained the events of the 
past fortnight and his own determination concerning 
Sarah ; while the younger man felt his blood wake 
from its sleep and race again through his veins. His 
treasure had not been lost and life was worth living 
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yet He had tact sufficient to make no comments 
upon the story. He spared John Aggett many 
words. But he gazed once or twice at the other's 
heaving breast and wild eyes and told himself that 
the cowman was a being altogether beyond his power 
to understand. Then he crept away as quickly as he 
could and did not sleep until he had spoken with 
Sarah. On this occasion his account of events was 
framed in words of most meek and humble sort. He 
awarded Aggett full measure of praise, while upon 
himself he heaped sufficient obloquy, feeling that he 
could very well afford to do so as a price for this 
return to paradise. 

VII 

Now thundered upon John Aggett the full flood of 
his griefs at highest water-mark. Until this time 
hopes had alternated with fears, possibilities of re- 
covered joy with the thought of utter loss. Then he 
had possessed Sarah's promises and the consciousness 
that in his hands, not another's, lay the future. But 
now John had departed out of her life for good and 
all, and the great act of self-renunciation was com- 
plete. To the highest- minded and noblest soul 
something in the nature of anti-climax must have 
followed upon this action. That one capable of so 
great a deed and such unselfish love, possessed ample 
reserves of self-command and self-control to live his 
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life henceforward on the same high plane, by no 
means followed. Having by his own act insured the 
highest good for the woman he loved, John Aggett's 
subsequent display sank far below that standard and 
indeed embraced a rule of life inferior to his usual 
conduct. A supreme unconcern as to what might 
now await him characterised his actions. As a light- 
house lamp illuminates some horror of sea and stone, 
so his notable deed shone in a sorry setting, for John 
Aggett's existence now sank as much below its usual 
level of indifferent goodness as his relinquishment of 
Sarah Belworthy, for love of her, had risen above it. 
Until the present his attachment to the g^rl and hope 
of happiness had made him a hard-working man, 
and since his engagement he had laboured with the 
patience of a beast and counted weariness a delight 
as the shillings in his savings box increased. Now 
incentive to further work was withdrawn, he abated 
his energies, lacking wit to realise that upon sustained 
toil and ceaseless mental occupation his salvation 
might depend. His final departure from Believer 
Barton was brought about as the result of a curious 
interview with his master. 

To Farmer Chave, young Timothy, now re-estab- 
lished with Sarah, had come to break the news of his 
betrothal. But no parental congratulation rewarded 
the announcement. Mr. Chave knew every man and 
woman in Fostbridge, and was familiar with the fact 



MOUND BY THE WAY 68 

that the blacksmith's daughter had long been engaged 
to his cowman. That his son and heir should favour 
a labourer's sweetheart was a galling discovery and 
provoked language of a sort seldom heard even in 
those plain-speaking times. Finally the father dis- 
missed his son, bade him get out of sight and conquer 
his calf-love once and for all or hold himself disin- 
herited. A little later he acted on his own shrewd 
judgement and held converse with Sarah's original 
suitor. 

John was milking as the farmer entered his cow- 
yard and a flood of sunlight slanted over the low 
byre roofs and made the coats of the cattle shine 
ripe chestnut red. 

" Evenin' to 'e, Aggett Leave that job an' come 
an' have a tell wi* me. I wants to speak to 'e." 

"Evenin', maister. I'll milk 'Prim* dry, 'cause 
she do awnly give down to me. Milly can do 
t'others." 

Farmer Chave waited until the cow " Prim " had 
yielded her store, then he led the way to an empty 
cow-stall — dark, cool and scented by its inhabitants. 
Across the threshold fell a bar of light ; without, a 
vast heap of rich ordure sent forth a delicate sun- 
tinted vapour ; close at hand the cows stood waiting 
each her turn, and one with greatly distended udder 
lowed to the milkmaid. 

"Look you here, Jan Aggett, you'm for marry in', 
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ban't 'e ? Didn't you tell me when I took you on as 
a you was keepin' company wi' blacksmith's purty 
darter ? " 

"Twas so then." 

" Well, I'm one as likes to see my hands married 
an' settled an* getting childer 'cordin' to Bible com- 
mand. What's your wages this minute ? " 

"You'm on a wrong tack, maister. Sarah Bel- 
worthy an' me be out. Theer's nought betwixt us 
more." 

Mr. Chave affected great indignation at this state- 
ment. 

" 'Struth ! Be you that sort ? " 

John reflected a moment before answering. He 
suspected his master must know the truth, but could 
not feel certain, for Mr. Chave's manner suggested 
absolute ignorance. 

" Us changed our minds — that's all." 

"You say so! When a girl changes her mind 
theer's generally another string to her bow. Either 
that, or she's tired of waiting for the fust." 

" It might be 'twas so," said John, falling into the 
trap laid for him. " A maid like her can't be expected 
in reason to bide till such as me can make a home for 
her. I doan't blame her." 

" Well, if that's the trouble, you can go right along 
to her this night an' tell her theer's no cause to keep 
single after Eastertide. Yeo and his wife do leave 
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my cottage in Longley Bottom come then, an' instead 
of raisin' your wages as I meant to do bimebye, Til 
give *e the cot rent free. A tidy li'l place tu, I warn 
*e, wi' best part of an acre o* ground, an* only half a 
mile from the village. Now be off with *e an* tell the 

girl." 

Aggett gasped and his eyes dimmed a moment 
before the splendid vision of what might have been. 
It took him long to find words and breath to utter 
them. Then he endeavoured to explain. 

" You'm a kind maister, God knows, an' I'd thank 
'e year in an' year out wi' the sweat o* my body for 
such gudeness. But the thing can't be, worse luck. 
Best I tell 'e straight. 'Tis like this : Sally have met 
another chap — a chap built o' softer mud than what 
I be. An' he'm more to her than me, an' " 

"God A'mighty! An* you stand theer whining 
wi* no more spirit than a auld woman what's lost 
her shoe-string! A chap hath kindiddled the maid 
from 'e ? Another man hath stole her ? Is that what 
you mean ? " 

John grew fiery red, breathed hard and rubbed his 
chin with a huge fist. 

** Ban't the man I cares a curse for. 'Tis the girl." 

" Rubbishy auld nonsense ! 'Tis woman's play to 
show 'e the worth of her. The/m built that way an' 
think no man can value 'em right unless he sees 
they'm for other markets so well as his. Do 'e know 

F 
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what that vixen wants 'e to do ? Why, she's awnly 
waiting for 'e to give t'other chap a damn gude 
hiding ! Then she'll cuddle round again — like a cat 
arter fish. I know 'em ! " 

John's jaw dropped before this sensational advice. 
Now he was more than ever convinced that his 
master knew nothing of the truth. It appeared to 
him the most fantastic irony that 'k father should 
thus in ignorance condemn his son to such a sentence. 
Then Aggett put a question that showed quickening 
of perception. 

" If 'twas your own flesh an* blood, what would 'e 
say?". 

''Same as I be sayin' now. Burned if I'd blame 
any man for sticking to his own." 

" It be your son," declared John, shortly. 

" I know it," answered the other. " That's why 
I'm here. You'm not the fule you look, Jan, an' you 
know so well as I can tell 'e this match ban't seemly 
nohow. I ban't agwaine to have it — not if the Lard 
Bishop axed me. An' I tell you plain an' plump — 
me being your master — that you must stop it The 
girl's your girl, an' you must keep her to her bargain. 
An' you won't repent it neither. Marry her out of 
hand an' look to me for the rest. An* if a word's 
said, send him as sez it to me. I'll soon shut their 
mouths." 

" Ban't the folks — ^'tis her. She do love your son 
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wi' all her heart an' soul — ^an' he loves her— onless 
he's a liar." 

"Drivel! What does he know about love — a 
moon-blind calf like him? I won't have it, I tell 
'e. He's gone his awn way tu long ! Spoiled by his 
fule of a mother from the church- vamp ^ onward till 
he've come to this bit of folly. It's not to be — dost 
hear what I say ? " 

" I hear. Go your ways, maister, an' prevent it if 
you can. I'll not meddle or make in the matter. 
Sally Belworthy have chosen, an' ban't me as can 
force her to change her mind." 

" More fule her. An' between the pair of 'e, she'll 
find herself in the dirt 'Tis in a nutshell. Will *e 
take the cotts^e an' make her marry you? I lay 
you could if you was masterful." 

" Never — ban't a fair thing to ax a man.*' 

" Best hear me through 'fore you sez it If you'm 
gainst me in this, you can go to hell for all I care. 
If you won't help me to keep my son from disgracing 
me an' mine, you'm no true man, an' I doan't want 
'e any more to Believer Farm. 'Tis a wife an' a 
home rent free 'pon wan side, an' the sack on the 
other. So you'd best to make choice." 

" I'll go Saturday." 

" Of all the ninnyhammers ever I saw ! You gert 
yellow- headed cake, can't you see you'm spoilin' 

* Church'Vamp, Font. 
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your awn life? Or was it that t'other side offered 
'e better terms? If that's so, you won't get 'em, 
because Tim Chave'U be a pauper man the day he 
marries wi'out my leave." 

The farmer stormed awhile longer, but presently 
he stamped off" and Aggett returned to his mother. 
Then, as he had angered Mr. Chave, so did his own 
parent enrage him. She protested at his folly, and 
implored him to carry out his master's wish while op- 
portunity remained to do so. He was strong against 
it until the old woman went on her knees to him 
and wept Then he lost his temper and cursed the 
whole earth and all thereon for a cruel tangle that 
passed the understanding of man to unravel. 

Later in the evening he revisited the village and 
before ten o'clock returned intoxicated to his home. 



VIII 

From that day forward John Aggett exhibited a 
spectacle of reckless indifference to circumstances 
and a manner of life lightened only by occasional 
returns to sobriety and self-command. As to how 
it fared with Timothy and Sarah he cared not. 
Others ceased to speak of the matter in his presence, 
and thus it happened that he went in ignorance of 
events for the space of five weeks. During that 
period he loafed at the "Green Man" Inn until his 
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money was spent, then returned to dwell with his 
mother. 

Meantime Timothy Chave's romance was prosper- 
ing ill, despite his rival's endeavour to make the 
way easy. Other obstacles now confronted him, and 
though Sarah was happy and well content to live 
in the delight of each hour with her lover, Tim found 
delay less easily borne and struggled to change Mn 
Chave's attitude toward his desires. But it proved 
useless, and the young man chafed in vain. He 
assured Sarah that his father was merely an obsti- 
nate elder and would surely be won to reason in 
good time ; but the full significance of her engage- 
ment with Timothy, as his father viewed it, she did 
not know and never would have heard from Tim's 
lips. There happened, however, an accidental meet- 
ing between Sarah and Farmer Chave himselT, and 
this brushed all mystery or doubt from the girl's 
mind, opened her eyes to the gravity of Tim's 
actions and left her face to face with the truth. 

One day Sarah, on foot with her face set home- 
ward, observed Farmer Chave riding back from 
Widecombe to Postbridge on a big bay horse. He 
saw her, too, eyed her narrowly and slackened speed, 
while she wished the road might open and swallow 
her from his sight. But there was no escape, so she 
curtseyed and wished Mr. Chave a very good evening. 
He returned the salute and seeing, as he believed, a 
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possibility of setting all right on the spot by one 
great master-stroke, attempted the same. 

"Ah, my girl, Belworth/s darter, ban't 'e? A 
peart maid an' well thought on, I doubt not Be 
you gwaine home-along?" 

Sarah's heart fluttered at this genial salutation. 

" Ess, Maister," she said. 

"Then Til lighten your journey. I haven't got 
the double saddle, but you'm awnly a featherweight 
an' can ride pillion behind me an' save your shoes." 

The mode of travel he suggested was common 
enough in those days, but such a proposal from 
Tim's father frightened Sarah not a little. Her first 
thought was for herself, her second for her sweet- 
heart, and she nerved herself to accept the farmer's 
offer. 

" I'm sure you'm very kind, sir, but " 

" No * buts.' Here's a stone will make a splendid 
upping stock, an' * Sharky ' can carry the pair of us 
without knowing his load be increased. Up you 
get ! Theer's plenty of room for my fardels in front 
o' the pommel. Us won't bate our pace for you, I 
promise. Now jump ! Whoa, bwoy ! Theer we 
are. Just put your arms around my flannel waist- 
coat an' doan't be shy. 'Tis well I met 'e, come to 
think on't, for I wanted a matter o' few words." 

Soon they jogged forward, the big horse taking 
little account of Sarah's extra weight At length 
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they crossed Riddon Ridge and passed Dart at a 
ford, where Sarah had to hold up her toes out of 
the reach of the river. Then, as they rode along the 
foothills of Believer, the farmer spoke suddenly. 

" My life's been wisht of late days along wi' taking 
thought for my son Tim. YouVe heard tell of un ? 
You see, 'tis my wish to have un mated wi' his cousin. 
But Tm led to onderstand as theer's a maiden up-long 
he thinks he likes better; an' her name's same as 
yours, Sarah Belworthy." 

"Oh, Maister Chave, I do love un very dear 
I do." 

" So you done to that yellow man, Jan Aggett" 

"Tweern't the same. When Maister Timothy 
comed, I seed differ'nt." 

" Doan't shake an' tremble. You'll never have no 
reason to fear me. Tell me how 'twas. Jan gived 
'e up— eh?" 

" Ess, he did." 

"Why for?" 

" For love of me." 

"Ah! Now that was a brave fashion deed. I 
alius thought a lot of the man, an' I'm sorry you've 
sent un to the Devil, wheer they tell me he's bound 
of late days." 

" He'm a gude man, an' I wish to God as some- 
thing could be done to bring him back in the right 
road." 
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"Ess fay! An' you'm the one as would have to 
look the shortest distance to find a way to do it, 
Sarah. A gude example that man, for all his foolish- 
ness since. Loved 'e well enough to leave *e — for 
your own gude, he did — eh?" 

" God bless him for doin' it." 

" Why doan*t *e go back to him ? " 

" I cannot, I cannot now." 

" Well, man's love be greater than woman's by the 
look of it. What girl would have done same as that 
man done ? What girl would give up a man for love 
of him, an* even leave un for his gude ? Not one as 
ever I heard tell of." 

" Many an' many would for that matter. What's 
a sacrifice if your love be big enough ? " 

"Be yours? That's the question I'd ax 'e." 

Sarah's heart sank low ; Mr. Chave felt her shiver 
and the hands clasped over his thick waistcoat 
tremble. Looking down, he saw her fingers peeping 
out of woollen mittens ; and upon one, sacred to the 
ring, a small gold hoop appeared with a coral bead 
set therein. 

Sarah did not answer the last pointed question, 
and Farmer Chave continued : — 

"I know you've promised to be wife to my son 
some day, an' I know he've taken partickler gude 
care to hide from you my view of the question. But 
you must hear it, for your awn sake as well as his 
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an* mine. I've nothin' against you, Sarah, nothin*, 
an' less than nothin', for I like you well an' wish to 
see you so gude as you'm purty an' so happy as 
you'm gude ; but I know my son for a lad of light 
purposes an' weak will an* wrong ambitions. Ban't 
enough iron in un ; an' the maid Tm set on for un 
have got a plenty backbone to make up for his lack. 
Her he's to wed in fulness o' time, if I've any voice 
left in affairs ; an* if he doan't, 'tis gude-bye to 
Believer for him, an' gude-bye to more'n that. So 
theer he stands, Sarah, an' you'd best to hear what 
it means. Maybe you thought you was makin' choice 
between a labourin' man an' a gentleman, between 
a pauper an' a young chap wi' his pockets full o' 
money. But ban't so, I assure 'e. 'Tis the gentle- 
man'U be the pauper if he marries you ; but John 
Aggett — ^why, I offered un my cottage in Longley 
Bottom free o' rent from the day as your banns was 
axed in marriage wi' un to Widecombe Church ! 
That's the man as gived 'e up for love of 'e. An* 
ban't you so strong as him?" 

" Tu gude he was — ^tu gude for the likes o* me." 
"Well, as to t'other, though he's my son, blamed 
if I think he's gude enough. But that's neither here 
nor theer. The question ban't what sort of love he's 
got for you ; but what sort you've got for him. Do 
'e follow my meanin' ? I doan't storm or rave, you 
see — ^tu wise for that. I only bid you think serious 
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whether your feeling for Timothy's the sort to ruin 
him, or to save him from ruin. 'Tis a hard choice 
for 'e; but we'm all faaced wi' ugly puzzles 'pon the 
crossways o' life. Now you know my 'pinions, you'll 
do what's right, or you'm not the girl I think 'e." 

" I must give un up for all time ? " 

" Best not put it that way. Doan't drag my rascal 
of a bwoy in the argeyment Say to yourself, ' I 
must mate wi' him as I promised to mate — ^him 
that's wastin' his life an' gwaine all wrong for love 
o' me.' 'Tis plain duty, woman, looked at right 
Not that I'd rob 'e of the pleasure of knowin' you'd 
done a gert deed if you gived Tim up ; but Mother's 
the man as you've got to think of; an', if you do 
this gude thing, 'tis just similar as he done for you. 
Wi' Jan Aggett be your happiness wrapped up, if 
you could see it An' Jan's much more like to go 
well in marriage harness than my son be, or I doan't 
know carater." 

*' ril try, I'll try. It's more than I've heart or 
strength for. But I'll try, Maister Chave. I'll try to 
do right by both of them." 

*' Who could say fairer ? An' here's the lane to 
blacksmith's, so I'll drop 'e. An' give your faither 
my respects an' tell un I want un to-morrow to the 
farm." 

After . Sarah had dismounted the farmer spoke 
again. 
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" Take to heart what I've said to 'e, an* remember 
that to please me won't be a bad action from a 
worldly side. Go back to Jan Aggett, Sarah Bel- 
worthy; that's my advice to you, an' angels from 
heaven couldn't give 'e no better. 'Cause theer ban't 
room for two 'pinions. Now let me hear what metal 
you'm made of, an' that afore the week be out. So 
gude night." 

The man trotted off with knees stiff and elbows at 
right angles to his body ; the girl entered her home ; 
and that night, tossing and turning wearily, thrice she 
decided to give up her lover and thrice determined 
to take no definite step until she had again seen and 
spoken with Timothy. But her heart told her that 
such a course was of all the weakest. Presently she 
assured herself that many plans might be pursued 
and that wide choice of action lay before her. Then 
John Aggett chiefly occupied her thoughts. To go 
back to him now appeared absolutely impossible. 
He had given her up, at a cost even she but dimly 
guessed, and to return into his troubled life again 
struck her as a deed beyond measure difficult and 
dangerous. 

Long she reflected miserably on the sorrow of her 
lot ; then, in the small hours of morning and upon 
the threshold of sleep, Sarah determined to let 
another judge of her right course of conduct and 
dictate it to her. 
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" 'Twas the white witch, Gammer Gumey, as fore- 
told Tim would marry me that terrible night," she 
thought. " Then 'tis for she to say what I should do 
an' what I shouldn't do. If 'tis ordained by higher 
things than men-folk as I'm to have Tim, what's 
' the use o' weeping 'cause Farmer Chave wishes 
differ'nt?" 

There was a sort of comfort in this philosophy; 
but her grey eyes closed upon a wet pillow as she 
slept, to wake with sudden starts and twitches from 
visions in great aisles of gloom, from dim knowledge 
of horrors hidden behind storm-clouds, from the 
murmur of remote callings and threatenings and 
cries of woe, from all-embracing dread begotten of 
a heavy heart, and an outlook wholly dreary and 
desolate. 



IX 

With morning light Sarah's decision to visit 
Gammer Gurney was still strong in her, and she 
determined to call upon the white witch before 
another nightfall. It was this enterprise that pre- 
cipitated affairs and brought their end within sight 

Upon the evening that saw Sarah riding pillion 
with Farmer Chave, John Aggett had met the curate 
of Postbridge — one Reverend Cosmo Hawkes. The 
parson, who was a keen sportsman, came across 
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John upon the Moor and improved his occasion to 
such good purpose that Aggett's ears tingled before 
the man of God had done with him. They returned 
together, and on the way home Mr. Hawkes, with 
admirable pertinacity, so hammered and pounded 
the erring labourer, that he alarmed him into frank 
regret for his evil ways. The reckless and unhappy 
young man was steadied by his minister's forcible 
description of what most surely awaits all evil 
livers; and when Mr. Hawkes, striking while the 
iron was hot, undertook to get Aggett good and 
enduring work at Ashburton, John promised to 
comply and to reform his bad courses from that 
day forth. The decision come to, he spent his 
last hours of freedom in folly. That night he 
drank hard, and when deep measures had loosened 
his tongue, explained to numerous "Green Man" 
gossips the thing he proposed to do. Afterward, 
when the overdose of drink in him had turned to 
poison, hope died again and his mother, listening 
fearfully at his door, heard him muttering and curs- 
ing and growling of death as the only friend left to 
him. In the morning he was oppressed by the 
immediate prospect of breathing the same air with 
Sarah Belworthy no more. He alternated between 
savage indifference and stubborn fatalism. In the 
first mood he was minded to depart at once ; in the 
second he felt disposed to seek out Tim Chave and 
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let the brute in him have 4ts fling. He itched for 
batterings in the flesh. But he visited Postbridge, 
obtained the letter of introduction from Mr. Hawkes, 
and then seriously set himself to the task of prepar- 
ing for departure. He told his mother that he would 
return within a fortnight, and she rejoiced, feeling his 
temporary absence a light evil as compared with his 
present life. But the truth, that he was leaving 
home not to return, she never suspected. All pre- 
liminary matters arranged, John Aggett bade fare- 
well, lifted his bundle and set out, after an early 
dinner, for Ashburton, and as he passed Sarah Bel- 
worthy's home and saw the straggling village of 
Postbridge sink into the naked web of the woods, a 
dark inclination mastered him again and passions 
that craved outlet in violence clouded down stormily 
upon his soul. But resolutely he carried his turmoil 
of thoughts along at the rate of four miles an hour, 
and quickly passing beside the river southward, 
approached Yar Tor and the road to Ashburton. 
Then, as there appeared the spectacle of Gammer 
Gurney's cottage, standing in its innocent humility 
and forlorn loneliness upon the Moor edge, John 
observed a woman ahead of him and realised that 
the last familiar face his eyes would rest upon must 
be Sarah Belworthy*s. Guessing her errand, he slack- 
ened his pace that she might reach the cottage and 
disappear without knowledge of his presence; but 
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as he walked more slowly, so did Sarah, though 
quite unconscious of the fact her old lover was at 
hand ; and presently, to his astonishment, the girl 
stopped altogether, hesitated, and sat down by the 
wayside on a boulder. A determination not to avoid 
her now influenced Aggett. He approached, and, as 
he reached her and stood still, Sarah grew very pale 
and showed some fear. 

" You, Jan ! An' settin' forth 'pon a journey by 
the look of it Wheer be gwaine ? *' 

" Out of this anyway." 

" For long ? " 

" Can't say as to that. I ban't myself of late days 
' — not my own man as I used to be. God knows 
wheer my changed temper's like to drive me in the 
end." 

" *Tis the same with me, Jan. I doan't know my 
duty no clearer now than afore. I'm torn to pieces 
one way an' another, an* theer won't be much left 
o' me worth any man's love come bimebye. Some- 
times I think I'll run right away next giglet-market ^ 
to Okehampton, come Our Lady's Day, an' hire 
myself out to the fust as axes, an' never set eyes on 
this place more." 

" Ban't 'e happy yet then ? What more do 'e 
want ? " 

^ Giglet-market, A hiring fair for domestic servants, held in tiroes 
past at Okehampton and elsewhere in the West. 
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" My love's a curse wheer it falls. I loved *e an' 
brought 'e to bad ways ; an* Tim — I've set his nearest 
an' dearest against un. I seed Farmer Chave esster- 
day, an* he ur^ed me by the Book to give un up." 

" 'Struth ! He said that, did he ? But you didn't 
fall in wi' it, I reckon, else you wouldn't be here 
now ? " 

" 'Tis all tu difficult for the likes o' me. What's a 
poor maiden to do ? If I takes Tim, he'll be a ruined 
man, 'cordin' to his father." 

" 'Twas a mean, cowardly trick to threaten *e." 

"But plain truth — I could see that. A terrible 
tantara theer'll be in Believer if he braves the anger 
of farmer. I've prayed an' prayed — Lard He knows 
how I've prayed — 'pon it, but " 

" Prayers won't help 'e ; leastways, they didn't me. 
I've lifted up far-reachin' prayers in my time, I 
promise you, Sarah — the best I could ; but never no 
answer, — never so much as a Voice in the night to 
help a chap." 

"You done right to pray an' you was led right, 
though you didn't know it An' you'm well thought 
of for what you've done still, despite your fallin' away 
arterward." 

" Never mind 'bout me. I be gwaine far ways off, 
an' so like's not us'U never set eyes 'pon each other 
more. For me, I'd so soon end all as not But 
for mother I should have got out of it afore now, for 
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I ban't feared o* dyin', an* would go out o' hand this 
minute. But you ? Can't the man help 'e ? Do he 
know your fix? What the devil be he made of? 
Sugar ? " 

" He doan't know yet that Tve spoken wi* his 
faither.' An' he've been careful to hide that his folks 
was against me. I s'pose 'tis natural they should 
be so." 

" Ess — not knowin' you." 

"An' in my gert quandary I was gwaine in to 
Mother Gurney here. She's juggled wi' my life 
afore, seemin'ly, an' if any knows what's to be the 
end of ity 'tis her, I should think. I want to hear 
what's right an' proper. I'm so weary of my days as 
you. Life an' love be gall-bitter this way. Oh, Jan, 
can't 'e say nought to comfort me ? 'Tis more'n I 
can bear." 

She was hysterical, and he flung down his bundle 
and sat beside her and tried to bring some peace to 
her spirit. His heart was full for her and he spoke 
eagerly. Then he saw the gold and coral on her 
finger and stopped talking and put his elbows on 
his knees and his big sandy head down on his hands. 

" 'Twas what you done, 'twas same as what you 
done," she said. " You left me for love of me ; why 
can't I leave Tim for love of him ? " 

" 'Tis axin' a woman tu much." \ 

A long silence reigned. Wind-blown ponies 
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stamped and snorted close at hand, and from a 
window in the neighbouring cottage a sharp eye 
watched the man and woman. Gammer was counting 
the chances of a customer, possibly two. 

Fired with a glimmer of the hope that can never 
perish while the maid is free, John Aggett argued tlie 
advantages of obedience to Farmer Chave. He felt 
himself base in this, but Sarah was under his eyes, 
within reach of his arm. Her hot tears were on his 
hand. 

" 'Tis for you I be thinkin*, though you might say 
'twas two words for myself an* but one for you. I 
wants your sorrow turned into joy, Sally, if if s a 
thing can be done. Leave me out — theer — now I'm 
not thinkin' for myself at all. Leave me out, an' 
leave him out, an' bide a maid till the right man finds 
*e. I lay he haven't crossed your path yet Give 
young Chave up for your own sake, if not his, an' 
look life in the face again free." 

He continued fitfully in this strain, quenching his 
own dim hope remorselessly as he spoke, and she, 
hearing little save the drone of his voice, occupied 
herself with her own thoughts. Her emotions to- 
ward John Aggett had never much changed. Her 
love for Tim, being a feeling of different quality, had 
left her temperate if sincere regard for John un- 
moved. Possibly his own action in the past had 
rendered her more kindly disposed to him than 
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before. There certainly existed in her mind a home- 
spun, drab regard for him, and circumstances had not 
changed it. 

Now as he strengthened her determination to give 
up her lover for her lover's good, and despite the 
bitterness of her spirit before the sacrifice, she could 
find some room in her mind for the man before her. 
To-day the presence of Sarah awoke the finest note in 
John. His first dim hope was extinguished ; he soared 
above it, resolutely banished any personal interest in 
the problem now to be solved, and assumed that Sarah 
had similarly obliterated him from all considerations 
of the future. But it was not so. 

Presently the girl declared her mind to be made 
up and promised that she would break off her en- 
gagement. For a moment the other showed hearty 
satisfaction, then his forehead grew wrinkled. 

" One thing mind," he said. " My name must not 
crop up no more in this. Ban't that I fear anything 
man can do, but theerll be no weight to what you 
sez onless you make it clear 'tis your own thought. 
'Tis you I care about — an* 'tis him you care about. 
I be gude as gone a'ready. 'Twas mere chance 
throwed us together, an' none need know 'bout it.'* 

She was silent awhile, then put her hand out to 
him. 

" I do owe you more'n ever a maid owed a man, I 
reckon." 
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He took and held the hand extended. 

" You cannot help what* s past and gone. Just call 
me home to your mind now an' again — ^that's all I 
ax 'e. Now I must be movin', for Tve got long ways 
to go to-day." 

Even in her misery she took a mournful pleasure 
in her power to command. 

" Sit down an* bide till I bid you go," she said. 

He obeyed, resumed the seat from which he had 
risen and tied and untied his bundle, but did not 
speak. 

''If us could call back a year an' begin livin' all 
over again, Jan." 

He looked down at her, puzzled. 

"A man would give his soul to go back a bit 
sometimes ; but that's about the awnly thing God 
A'mighty's self can't do, I reckon. 'Tis more'n His 
power to give back essterday." 

" He can do it His own way. He can help us 
poor unhappy creatures to forget." 

" So can a pint of old ale ; not but them around 
about a man mostly looks to it that the raw of 
sorrow shan't heal tu quick for want of callin' to 
mind." 

"Jan, I'm gwaine to give him up. I have given 
him up for all time. I shall alius love him, Jan, 
because I must. But that is all. An' you — ^you 
mustn't go out into the world an' wander 'pon the 
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airth an' maybe never come home no more through 
fault of mine. Ban't fair as two men should break 
theer hearts an' have theer days ruined for one 
worthless woman. What I am, I am ; what I felt 
for you, Jan, I feel — no more, no less. 'Tisn't I 
loved you less than I always did, but him more. If 
'tis unmaidenly so to say, rebuke me, Jan." 

Thus she deliberately came into his life again for 
the third time, and he was overwhelmed. And yet 
his answer was one of almost savage fierceness. 
Joy shook him, too — a sort of incredulous joy, as 
when one dreams rare things, yet knows that one 
dreams. The mingled emotions of the time upset 
his self-control, induced a sort of tense excitation 
and rendered his voice indistinct, hollow, mumbling 
as that of a man drunken or cleft in palate. 

" That ! That ! You say that to me — arter all 
these long, long days ! To come back now ! God 
in Heaven, what a puppet dance 'tis! Now here, 
now theer — be your heart so light as thistledown? 
I doan't know wheer I stand ; I'm mazed as a sheep 
this minute. An' you'd come back to me now ? " 

" I would, Jan. I will." 

" An' live man an' wife to the li'l lew cot offered us 
by the gudeness of Farmer ? " 

"No, not that I couldn't do that. You've a 
heart soft enough to understand. I'll go with 'e, 
wheer you be gwaine — ay, this very day I will. But 
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I can't bide here. I must get away from — from 
mother, an' faither, an' all. Then us can send a 
packet to 'em from far off. Anywheer but Post- 
bridge, Jan." 

" You'm in honest, sober, Bible earnest, Sarah ? " 

" God's my witness, I be." 

"Then He's my witness, tu, that I stand here a 
new man — an' not shamed o' the crumbs from 
t'other's table. You to come back! 'Tis more'n 
my deserts — such a drunken swine as I've been 
since ** 

He paused a moment, then his manner changed 
suddenly and he gripped the girl's arm so hard and 
glared so wildly that Gammer Gurney from her 
window feared a serious quarrel and nearly rushed 
out to separate them. 

"Mind this, then," he said, with harsh intensity. 
" Mind this now ; you'm my whole life again — body 
an' bones, an' blood, an' soul, — from this moment 
onwards. Theer's gwaine to be no more changing 
now — no more altering your mind — or, by Christ, I 
won't answer for myself. I ban't so strong o' will as 
I was, an' since you've comed to me of your own free 
will, mine you'll be till death ends it ; an' Lard help 
them as try to keep us apart now. Lard help 'em 
an* deliver 'em from me. You've come, an' I trust 
'e — ^trust 'e same as I trust the sun to rise. But if 
you throw me over again, I'll No matter to 
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speak on that Awnly Til be true as steel to 'e ; an* 
you must play your part an^ look over your shoulder 
no more. YouVe spoke out o' your heart, me out o* 
mine ; so let it be/' 

She was alarmed at this outburst uttered with 
almost brutal energy and in loud accents. But it 
served its purpose and impressed her vacillating 
spirit with the impossibility of any further changes. 

" We've been up an* down, him an* me, full long 
enough,*' continued Aggett. " Now, thanks be to a 
just God as I'd nearly forgot, you've come back to 
me an' I could crow like a marnin' cock to think it. 
An' now what'U please 'e to do ? Will 'e come along 
o' me this minute ? " 

"Ess — no — not now; but to-night I might. I 
must go home an' put together a few things an' pack 
up others. I can send along to home for my li'l box 
later." 

" To-night, then. An', come next Sunday, us'll be 
axed out in church at Ashburton straightway. Come 
to think, 'twould be better for you to bide along 
wi' your folk until I be ready for *e a week or two 
hence." 

" No — I " She was going to confess that she 

could not trust herself, but feared his eyes. 

« Why for not ? " 

" I won't stop here without you. I'll come. They 
can hear the truth after I have gone." 
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" To-night, then," he said. 

" Wheer shall I meet 'e to ? " 

"By the beech — ^you know. Through the woods 
be the nearest road for us. To the gert beech, wheer 
I set our letters in a love knot No better place. 
Theer FU come, an* theer Til count to see 'e when 
the moon rises over the hill. An' doan*t *e keep me 
waitin* — not a moment, not the atom of a moment ! 
Tve gone through enough, an' my brain spins yet to 
think o' the past Suffer more I can't — no more at 
all. You'll be sorry to your dying day if you'm late. 
Better never come than that. My head be full o' 
strange things at this wonnerful happy happening — 
strange things — but Til say no more than bid you 
be to the beech by moon-rise, if 'tis true that you 
love me an' not false. Be theer — or you'll awnly 
repent it once, Sarah, an* that's so long as you do 
live arter." 

He exhibited little love now and less tenderness. 
It almost appeared that a mind long familiar with 
darkness was unable to accept and understand the 
light suddenly shed upon it. A note of impending 
catastrophe sounded in his words, seemed shadowed 
in his wild eyes. 

"You fright me," said Sarah. "You doan't take 
me as I hoped you would. You ban't your old self, 
yet. How should you be for that matter? 'Tis only 
poor second-hand goods I'm bringing to 'e." 
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" Not so. Tis what I had first promise of. I'll be 
all a man can be to 'e — all I should be. Forgive me 
for harsh words ; but I be dazed wi' this gert come- 
along-o'-it. I've been sore let for many days, an* 
'twill take time to make me see wi* the old eyes when 
the brains in my head grow sweet an' cool again, an' 
the poison works out of 'em." 

They talked a little while longer, then the white 
witch from her chamber window saw them turn and 
together retrace their steps. 



That highest hope, long abandoned, should thus 
suddenly return within his reach, staggered John 
Aggett, and went far to upset the man's mental 
equilibrium. Indeed, it had been but a little ex- 
aggeration to describe his mind as, for the time, un- 
hinged. The splendour of his changed position 
dazed him. Joy and bewilderment strove for 
mastery, and from a medley of poignant sensa- 
tions was bred the passionate desire of possession, 
and a wild hunger to secure for his own what had 
been withheld so long. 

Sarah Belworthy, for her part, experienced great 
turbulence of conflicting fears. Her mind was fixed, 
yet had something in it of absolute terror, as she 
reflected upon the recent interview. She had offered 
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herself to him as a sudden inspiration ; and now, 
retracing that fevered scene, John Aggett's frenzy of 
demeanour alarmed her much, for it was a revela- 
tion of the man she had not encountered until then. 
Presently an answer came to her puzzled mind — 
a solution of a sort that made the blood surge hotly 
to Sarah's face. Could it be that she had offered 
herself where she was wanted no more ? Had John's 
chivalry alone been responsible for his ready under- 
taking to receive her back ? She nearly screamed in 
the silence of her little chamber at this thought; 
she desisted from her labour of preparation and 
flung herself upon her bed in secret shame. But 
reason quickly banished the fear. She remembered 
the man's intoxication of joy, his delirious thanks- 
giving. She felt her bosom sore where he had 
hugged her to himself and praised the God of 
Justice. Next she retraced his subsequent display 
of passion, his extravagant utterances and threats. 
She realised very fully that he held the pending crisis 
as one of vital magnitude and knew that he was 
strung to a pitch far beyond any that previous ex- 
perience of him had exhibited or revealed to her. 
She determined to give him no cause for further 
excitement and so returned to her work, wondering 
the while what this ingredient of fear might be that 
had entered into her emotions concerning him. 
Anon her thoughts passed to the other man, and 
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the last struggle began. For his own salvation she 
was leaving him, but with natural human weakness 
she much desired that he should know of her great 
sacrifice in the time to come. That Timothy should 
pursue his life in ignorance of the truth after she had 
departed was a terrible thought to Sarah ; but, since 
to see him again appeared out of the question, there 
remained a possibility that he would deem her faith- 
less and worthless to the end. She knelt and prayed 
that the nature of the thing she had done might be 
revealed to him in fulness of time ; and then her mind 
grew active in another direction and she marvelled 
why she had thrown herself back into her first lover's 
arms and not taken his advice to remain free of both. 
Her feelings toward Aggett eluded all possibility of 
analysis or understanding. She fled from them to 
the task of setting her small possessions in order and 
packing her basket for the forthcoming departure. 

Sarah could not write, and she was unable therefore 
to leave any message for her parents. Their anxiety 
must endure for the space of a day and night, but 
might then be allayed. She pictured herself dictat- 
ing a letter to the scrivener at Ashburton, and 
wondered what she should put in it. 

As the time approached and the day died, the 
vision of Timothy grew clearer and more clear. She 
saw his grief and indignation, his sorrow and dismay ; 
she knew every line in his face which would contract, 
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every furrow that would be deepened at this event ; 
and she speculated drearily upon his course of 
action and shivered at the possibility of a meeting 
between the men. Her distraction did not obscure 
the drift of John's last words, or blind her to the 
importance of keeping tryst at the beech, for he 
had made it clear that some disaster must over- 
take them if she delayed her coming beyond the 
rising of the moon. It wanted twenty minutes to 
eight when Sarah started to meet the partner of 
her future life; and as her destination was only a 
short half-mile distant, she allowed ample time to 
reach it. 

Meantime Aggett had passed down the hill five 
minutes sooner. It was a night of broken clouds. 
Rapid motion in the direction of the zenith seemed 
imparted to the stars, as scattered vapour, driven 
before a light north-westerly breeze, passed across 
them. With ascending movement, the moon would 
presently mount a silvery stairway of clouds and 
pass swimming upward across one scattered tract of 
darkness to the next. The nocturnd world beneath 
was full of soft light and sweet spring scent. Nature's 
busy fingers moved about those duties men see not 
in the act. From umbels of infant chestnut leaves 
she drew the sheaths, loosed the folds of primroses 
and wood anemones, opened the little olive-coloured 
buds of the woodbine's foliage, liberated the chryso- 
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prase spears of the wild arums from the dry earth 
A fern owl whirred and wheeled about a blackthorn 
tree that stood alone near Aggett's cottage door. 
Green leaves now clothed it, where a few weeks 
earlier, blossoms had made the tree snow white. The 
spring green of field and forest and hedgerow looked 
wan under the increasing light of the eastern horizon ; 
valley ward a mist, born of recent rain, wound sinu- 
ously and shimmered opalescent, while above all 
loomed a background of night-hidden Moor. Viewed 
at this distance the waste returned no spark or 
twinkle from the sky, but extended, darkly and 
gigantically, along the horizon and made the upper 
chambers of the air shine out the brighter for its own 
dimensionless obscurity. 

John Aggett passed from the embrace of the night 
wind into the denser atmosphere of the woods 
beneath. A stream brawled beside him and ran 
before the cottage of the Belworthys. Here he 
dawdled a moment half in hope to meet Sarah ; but 
he felt confident that she was in reality before him 
and would be waiting ere now at the beech. Pro- 
ceeding downward he passed a young man leaning 
against a gate. The youth stood quite motionless, 
and over his shoulder Aggett observed widespread- 
ing grass-lands. Upon the expanse of dim green, 
parallel bars of faint light between equal tracts of 
gloom indicated that a roller had been passed 
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regularly over the field to better its promise of future 
hay. 

The man turned, and John, knowing the other for 
Timothy Chave, guessed that he awaited a com* 
panion. Instant rage set his blood racing ; the veins 
in his neck and forehead bulged ; the muscles of 
hand and arm hardened, but he kept in shadow and 
passed upon the farther side of the road where the 
stream ran. Timothy said "good night" in the 
voice of one who does not recognise him to whom 
he speaks; but Aggett returned no answer and, 
satisfied that he had not been recognised, soon 
passed out of earshot. His mind was now darker 
than the shadows of the pine trees, fuller of brooding 
whispers than their inky tops ; but he fought against 
foreboding with the full strength of his will, set pre- 
sentiment of evil behind him, and lifted his voice and 
spoke aloud to cheer himself 

" Her'U be down-along; her'U surely be down-along, 
dear heart, waitin' for me. She knows nought about 
the chap standin' theer. It can't be. She'm strong 
set to follow, for 'tis the road of her own choosin'.'* 

He proceeded to the spot where Sarah had first 
promised herself to him. The beech bole shone 
ghost grey ; as yet no copper-coloured bud-spike had 
opened and aloft the thickening traceries still spotted 
by a few seed-cases of last year's mast, showed in 
wonderful black lace work against the silver sky. 
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Sarah Belworthy was not visible, and Aggett felt a 
mighty dread tightening at his stomach, like hands. 
He threw down his bundle and stick. Then he 
listened awhile, only to hear the jolt and grind of 
a wood-sledge proceeding down the hill. He looked 
about him, calculated that it yet wanted ten minutes 
to moon-rise, then struck a light with a flint, puffed 
it into flame and soi^ht idly for the initials and 
lover's knot that he had set upon the beech. His 
work had suffered little since its first completion ; 
but now it vanished, for, upon some sudden whim, 
the man fetched out his knife, obliterated the in- 
scription with a few heavy gashes, pared all away, 
and left nothing but a raw white blaze upon the 
bark. His own downcast condition puzzled him. 
Now, albeit within five minutes of his triumph, now, 
while each moment was surely bringing Sarah to him 
on tripping feet, he grew more morose and ill at ease. 
It was the thought of the other standing at the gate. 
Once more John talked to himself aloud to cheer 
his spirit '* Curse the fule — standin' so stark as 
a mommet^ to fright pixies. Her won't stop for 
him — never. Her'U come; her's promised." 

He repeated the words over and over again like 
a parrot ; but a voice, loud as his own, answered him 
and mocked him out of the darkness. His life and 
its futility reeled before him, like phantasmagoria 

^ Mammit, Scarecrow. 
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upon the night. He stamped and swore to disturb 
the visions ; but as he waited and listened for Sarah's 
coming, the past took visible shape again and sum- 
moned pictures of days gone by, when he went 
wool-gathering with little Sally on the Moor. No 
sound broke the silence, no footfdl gladdened his 
heart. And then there floated out the moon over 
the black billows of the horizon. Very slowly its 
silver ascended into the sky and rained splendour 
upon the nocturnal earth. The hour of moon-rise 
was numbered with time past and the world rolled 
on. 

Great floods of passion drowned the man. He 
flung himself upon the earth and beat the young 
green things with his clenched hands. The smell of 
bruised primroses touched his nostrils and in the 
spirit he saw Sarah Belworthy again bearing a great 
nosegay of them. She moved beside him through 
a bygone April ; her laugh made music through the 
spring woods ; her lips were very red ; and round her 
girl's throat hung a little necklace of hedge-sparrow's 
eggs, blue as the vernal sky. 

Aggett arose, rubbed the earth from his knuckles 
and began to tighten the thong he wore about his 
waist. But the leather under his hands suddenly 
challenged his mind, and he took off the belt and 
examined it. 

" Her never loved me — never — never," he said to 



MOUND BY THE WAY 97 

the night " To leave me arter what I said — to leave 

me now knowin' 'Tis enough. I be tired — I 

be weary of the whole earth. Her lied to me through 
it all ; but I won't lie to she." 

He flung down the belt, then picked it up again 
and removed a little bag that was fastened to it and 
contained a few shillings in silver. This he placed 
beside his bundle. Then he flung the long snaky 
coil of the girdle upon the ground and stood staring 
at it. 

Elsewhere, Sarah, hastening down the hill five 
minutes after John had noted Timothy at the gate 
of the hayfield, similarly saw and recognised him. 
His presence reminded her of a fact entirely for- 
gotten during the recent storm and stress* He was 
there by appointment and eager to hear the first 
rustle of his sweetheart's approach. Now her heart 
flogged at her breast and she felt her knees weaken. 
But she kept steadily on with averted face and in- 
stinct quick to find concealment in every shadow. 
She drew her hood about her and walked upon the 
grass by the wayside. 

The man heard and turned, waking from a reverie. 
He saw his sweetheart even as she passed him by. 

" Sally ! It is Sally ! " he cried. 

She did not answer, though his voice shook her 
to the well-springs of her life ; and he, supposing 

H 



98 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

that she was about some lover's pretty folly, laughed 
joyously and came after her. Then she hastened 
the more, and he did likewise. 

"A starlight chase! So be it, sweetheart; but 
you'll have to pay a heavy penalty when I catch 
you I " 

Still she could not speak ; then, perceiving that he 
must speedily overtake her, she found her tongue. 

" For Christ's sake, doan't 'e follow me ! 'Tis life 
— life an' death. Ban't no time for play. Turn 
back, Tim, turn back if you ever loved me." 

Her tone alarmed him and he hesitated a moment, 
then came steadily on again, calling to Sarah to 
stop. 

"Tell me what's amiss— quick— quick, dear one! 
Who should help you in the whole world but your 
Tim ? " 

Now her quick brains had devised a means of 
possible escape. The stream that ran by the road 
here passed immediately under a high hazel hedge, 
and the bank had been torn down by cattle at one 
point. Upon the other side of this gap extended 
a narrow meadow at the fringe of young coppice 
woods. Once within this shelter Sarah felt she 
might be safe. But there was not a moment to lose, 
for Tim had now approached within fifteen yards of 
her. A thousand thoughts hastened through the 
girl's mind in those fleeting moments, and not the 
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least was one of indignation against her pursuer. 
She had bid him stay in the name of Christ, yet he 
paid no heed, but blundered on, dead to consequences, 
ignorant of the awful evil for which he might be re- 
sponsible if he restrained her. To leap the stream 
was Sarah's first task — a feat trifling by day, but not 
so easy now that night had sucked detail from the 
scene and banished every particular of the brook's 
rough course. Here its waters chattered invisible; 
here they dipped under young grasses and forget- 
me-nots; here twinkled out only to vanish again 
engulfed by great shadows. The girl sped upon her 
uneven way, marked the gap ahead and in her haste, 
mistaking for light a grey stone immediately before 
her at a little bend in the stream, leapt forward, 
struck her feet against granite, and, falling, spread 
her hands to save herself. But, despite this action, 
her forehead came violently against the stone and 
her left foot suffered still more severely. She struggled 
to recover and rise; while her basket tumbled into 
the stream, scattering small, precious possessions on 
the water. With a desperate effort Sarah actually 
regained her feet, but only to lose consciousness and 
be caught up in Tim Chave's arms as she fell again. 
Then it was her pursuer's turn to suffer; though 
rapid action relieved him of some anxiety and oc- 
cupied his mind. The place was very lonely ; the 
girl apparently dead. For half an hour he sought to 
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revive her ; then she opened her eyes and lifted them 
to the moon ; and by slow stages of broken thoughts 
took up the thread of her life again. 

" Thank God — thank God, my darling I If you 
only knew what I have endured. I thought you had 
killed yourself and the terror of it has made me 
grow old. What, in Heaven's name, were you doing 
to run from me like that ? " 

She put up one hand to her head and uttered 
a shivering sigh, but as yet lacked the power to 
speak. Beneath her hair was a terrible bruise, and 
she felt that something stabbed her eyes and made 
them flash red fiery rings into the cold silver of the 
moonlight. 

" Speak," he said, "just one little word, my treasure 
— just one word, so that I may know my life has 
come back to me." 

Then she spoke, slowly at first, with increased 
speed as her memory r^ained clearness. 

"No— no — ^no. Not to Tim — not back to Tim. 
I remember. I fell running away from 'e. You sinned 
a gert sin to come arter me when I bade *e in Christ's 
name to let me abide. Help me now — now 'fore 'tis 
tu late. 'Tis the least you can do an' theer's a man's 
life hanging to it for all I know. Say nothin' ; ax 
nothin' ; help me — ^help me quick to go to un." 

"To whom, Sarah? You're dreaming, lovey. 
Who should I take you to — ^your father? But I'm 
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here — Timothy — an' thank God I was. What 
frightened you so? Like a moonbeam you went 
and nearly broke your neck and my heart together 
— ^'pon my honour you did." 

"Help me," she said. "Give over talkin', for it 
ban't the time. You'll know how 'twas some day. 
I've prayed solemn as you should know. Let me go 
down-along quick — quicker'n lightning — or it may 
be too late. Wheer's my basket gone ? I had a li'l 
basket. An' alius b'lieve I loved *e — ^b'lieve it to the 
end of the world." 

" As if I ever doubted it ? Now let me carry you 
right home, my little wounded bird. The sooner the 
better." 

"No, I tell 'e. Help me to my feet — now this 
instant minute, if you doan't want me to go mad i 
Theer's things hid — ^terrible things! I must go* 
He won't wait for me; he swore it. Down to the 
gert beech he bides — ^Jan — Jan Aggett ! Oh, help 
me, my own love; help me, Tim, for my body's 
weak an' I can't rise up without 'e." 

" To him — ^help you to him ! " 

"I mean it I can't tell you nothin*. For the 
love of the Lard, doan't talk no more. Oh, if I 
thwart un I " 

She struggled desperately, like a trapped animal 
that sees dog or man approaching ; and he helped 
her to stand, though now he scarcely knew what he 
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did Then the pang of a dislocated bone in her foot 
pierced the girl and she cried aloud and sank back 
breathless and faint with pain. 

" I can't go to un, so you must Hasten, hasten, 
if ever you loved me, an' mend the gert wrong you've 
done by bringing me to this. Speed down to the 
beech at the comer o' the woods an' tell Jan Aggett 
what have fallen out Never mind me; my foot 
ban't no account; but Jan — ^him — ^tell un I'm here 
against my will. Shout aloud through the peace o' 
the night as you'm coming to un from me." 

Still he hesitated until her voice rose in a high- 
pitched shriek of impatience and she tore her hair 
and beat her breast Then he departed and even 
ran as she screamed to him to go faster. 

Once fairly started, Timothy made the best of his 
way to Postbridge for a doctor and man's aid to 
carry Sarah to her home. At the dripping well 
beside the stile he stopped a moment and shouted 
his rival's name till the woods echoed ; but no answer 
came and he ran on, gasping, to the village. 

Fifteen minutes later Timothy returned to the hill 
with a medical man and two labourers. Investiga- 
tion proved that Sarah Belworthy had not been very 
gravely injured, though her mind was evidently 
\ suffering from some serious shock. She asked for 
Aggett on Tim's return and, being assured that he 
had left the beech tree before her messenger reached 
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it, she relapsed into silence. Soon the slight dis- 
location in her foot was reduced and she lay in 
comfort on the pallet that she had thought to press 
no more. 

XI 

A small boy, playing truant from his dame's 
school, discovered the nature of John Aggett's final 
action. The lad, seeking for those elements of 
mystery and adventure never absent from a wood, 
found both readily enough, where a great beech 
stood at the precincts of the pine forest First a 
bundle in a red handkerchief with a stout stick 
lying beside it made the explorer peep fearfully 
about for the owner. Then he found him ; and the 
small boy's eyes grew round, his hair rose under his 
cap and his jaw fell. Lifted but a few inches above 
his head, and hanging by the neck from a great limb 
of the beech was a man weary of waiting for a 
woman who could not keep her word. 

In the earth they laid John Aggett, at the junction 
of cross roads not far from his mother's home; and 
they handled his clay roughly and, cutting a black- 
thorn stake from the tree by his cottage door, buried 
the man with old-time indignities and set no mark 
upon his grave. 

For two years Sarah and Timothy were strangers 
after that night ; then Farmer Chave passed to his 
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ancestors and Tim found himself lord of Believer 
Barton and a free man. In course of time he won 
the girl back — ^indeed little effort was needed to do 
so. Their wedded life is not recorded and may be 
supposed to have passed peacefully away. A son's 
son now reigns in the place of his yeoman fathers ; 
and his grandparents lie together under the grass 
of Widecombe churchyard. There, for fifty years 
an antique monument has risen above them, and a 
fat cherub puffed at a posthorn ; but to-day gold 
lichens threaten to obliterate the manifold virtues 
of Timothy Chave and his lady as set forth on 
slanting stone. 

And the other man rests lonely under the sloe 
tree ; for its green wood grew and flourished to the 
amazement of those who set it there. Yet the purple 
harvest of that haggard and time-fretted thorn men 
still bid their children leave upon the bough ; for the 
roots of it wind in the dust of the unholy dead, and 
to gather the flower or pluck the fruit would be to 
beckon sorrow. 




« CORBAN " 

**''^ I ^IS a question which to drown," said Mr. Sage. 
X He smoked his churchwarden and looked 
down between his knees where a mother cat was 
gazing up at him with green eyes. She purred, 
rolled half on her back and opened and contracted 
her forepaws with pleasure, while she suckled two 
kittens. 

Mr. Sage's daughter — a maiden of twelve — begged 
him to spare both squeaking dabs of life. 

"The/m so like as two peas, faither — braave li'l 
chets both. Doan't 'e drown wan of 'em," she said. 

" Thicky cat's been very generous of chets in her 
time," declared Mr. Sage. " If such things had 
ghostesses, you might see a whole regiment of 'em 
— black an' white, tabby an' tortoiseshell — down- 
along by the river come dark." 

" Even I shouldn't be feared of a chet's ghostie," 
declared little Milly Sage. 

But she had her way. One kitten, when it could 
face the world alone, was given to a friend who 
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dwelt some miles distant at Princetown i the other 
grew into a noble tom of bold tabby design and 
genial disposition. His mother, feeling him to be 
her masterpiece, passed gently out of life soon after 
her son reached cat's estate. She had done her duty 
to the feline community, and Milly mourned for her 
a whole week. But Mr. Sage did not mourn. He 
much preferred the young tom, and between the cat 
and the old man, as years passed by, there waxed 
a friendship of remarkable character. 

" I call un * Corban,' " said Mr. Sage, '* 'cause he 
was a gift — a gift from my little girl when she was a 
little 'un. 'Twas her own ram cat, you mind, but as 
the creature growed up, it took that tender to me 
that Milly said as it must be mine ; an' mine 'tis ; 
an' what he'd do wi'out me, or what I'd do wi!out he, 
be blessed if I know." 

He spoke to his next-door neighbour and per- 
sonal crony, Amos Oldreive, a gamekeeper and 
river-watcher for many years. Now this man was 
honourably retired, with a small pension and a great 
rheumatism, the reward of many a damp night on 
behi^lf of the salmon in Dart's ancient stream. 

At Postbridge these old people dwelt— a hamlet ia 
the heart of Dartmoor — a cluster of straggling cots 
beside the name-river of that region, where its eastern 
branch comes tumbling through the shaggy fens 
beneath Cut HilL Here an elderly, disused pack- 
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horse bridge crosses Dart, but the main road spans 
its stream upon a modern arch hard by. The lives 
of Sage and Oldreive had passed within twenty miles 
of this spot. The keeper knew every tor of the 
waste, together with the phases of the seasons, and 
the natural- history of each bird and beast and fish 
sacred to sporting. His friend's days were also 
spent in this desolate region, and both ancients, 
when necessity or occasion drove them into towns, 
felt the houses pressing upon their eyes and crushing 
their foreheads and the air choking them. At such 
times they did their business with all speed, and so 
returned in thankfulness to the beech-tree grove, the 
cottages and those meadow-lands of Postbridge by 
Dart, all circled and cradled in the hills. 

Noah Sage and his next-door neighbour quarrelled 
thrice daily, and once daily made up their differences 
over a glass of spirit and water, sometimes consumed 
in one cottage, sometimes in the other. Their condi- 
tions were very similar. Noah had an only daughter; 
Amos, an only son ; and each old man, though both 
had married late in life, was a widower. 

The lad and lass, thus thrown together, cgme 
•naturally to courtship, and it was a matter under- 
stood and accepted that they should marry when 
young Ted Oldreive could show a pound a week. 
The course of true love progressed uneventfully. 
Milly was plain, if good health, good temper and 
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happy, honest eyes can be plain; while Ted, a 
sand-coloured and steady youth of a humble nature, 
leaning naturally upon distinction of classes for his 
peace of mind, had not a rival or an enemy in the 
world. Mr. Sage held him a promising husband 
for Milly, and Ted's master, appreciating the man's 
steadfast qualities, gave promise of the desired num- 
ber of shillings weekly when Ted should have 
laboured for another six months at the Vitifer tin 
mines near his home. 

Little of a sort to set down concerning these 
admirable folks had arisen but for the circumstance 
of the cat *'Corban." Yet, when that beast had 
reached the ripe age of eight years and was still a 
thing of beauty and a cat of mark at Postbridge, he 
sowed the seeds of strife, wrecked two homes, and 
threatened seriously to interfere with the foundation 
of a third. 

It happened thus: gaffer Oldreive, by reason of 
increasing infirmities, found it necessary to abandon 
those tramps on the high Moor that he loved, and to 
occupy his time and energies nearer home. There- 
fore he started the rearing of young pheasants upon 
half an acre of land pertaining to his lease-hold 
cottage. The old man built his own coops and bred 
his own hens, as he proudly declared. Good money 
was to be made by one who knew how to solve the 
difficulties of the business, and with greatly revived 
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interest in life, Amos bought pheasants' eggs and 
henceforth spent his time among his coops and 
foster mothers. The occupation rendered him egotis- 
tical, and his friend secretly regretted it ; nor would 
he do likewise when urged to make a similar experi- 
ment 

" Doan't want no birds my side the wall," he said. 
" Fve got a brave pig or two as'U goody into near so 
much money as your phaysants ; an* theer*s * Cor- 
ban,' he'd make short work of any such things as 
chicks." 

Oldreive nodded over the party wall and glanced, 
not without suspicion, at " Corban," who chanced to 
be present 

"Let 'em taste game an' it grows 'pon 'em like 
drink 'pon a human," he said. 

" Corban " stretched his thighs, cleaned his claws on 
a block of firewood, and feigned indifference. As a 
matter of fact, this big tabby tom knew all about 
the young pheasants ; and Mr. Oldreive knew that 
he knew. 

Sage, on the other hand, with an experience of the 
beast extending from infancy, through green youth to 
ripe prime, took it upon him to say that this cat was 
trustworthy, high-minded and actuated by motives 
he had never seen equalled for loftiness, even in a 
dog. 

The old keeper snorted from his side of the wall. 
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"A d(^! You wouldn't compare thicky green- 
eyed snake wi' a dog, would 'e ? " 

" Not me," answered the other. " No dog ever I 
knawed was worthy to wash his face for un. An* 
he*m no more a green-eyed snake than your spaniel, 
though a good deal more of a gen'leman." 

" Us won't argue it then, for I never knawed any 
use for cats myself but to plant at the root of a fruit- 
beartn' tree," said Mr. Oldreive, cynically. 

" An' I never seed no use for dogs, 'cept to keep 
gen'lefolks out of mischief," answered Sage, who was 
a radical and no sportsman. He puffed, and grew a 
little red as he spoke. 

Here, and thus, arose a cloud no bigger than a 
man's hand. Noah Sage stumped indoors to his 
daughter, while " Corban " followed with pensive step 
and a general air as though one should say,. ^* I for- 
give, but I can't forget" 

Three days later Mr. Oldreive looked over the wall, 
and his neighbour saw him, and put a hasty foot on 
some feathers. 

"Marnin*, Ss^e. Look here — what I wants to 
knaw be, whether your blasted cat have took wan o' 
my phaysants, or whether he haven't ? " 

"Might have, might not, Amos. Better ax un. 
Here he be." 

Green-eyed innocence marked the fat round face 
of " Corban." He leapt upon the wall and saluted 
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the breeder of pheasants with open-hearted friend- 
ship. 

" What be onder your heel, neighbour ? " 

" Why — a bit of rabbit's flax 'twas, I think. My 
sight ban't so good as of old nowadays." 

" Rabbit's flax ! Tis a phaysant's feathers ! Get 
away, you hookem-snivey Judas, or Til hit 'e over the 
chops ! " 

This last threat concerned "Corban," who was 
rubbing his whiskers against Mr. Oldreive's waist- 
coat. 

The ancient Sage pufled out his cheeks and grew as 
red as a rose. 

" Ban't the way to speak to any respectable, well- 
thought-upon domestic animal, an' you knaw it, 
Amos." 

" Domestic!" echoed Mr. Oldreive bitterly. "About 
so domestic as a auld red fox I sent off wi' a flea 
in his ear two nights since. Domestic! He pre- 
tends to be to gain his private ends. Just a savage, 
cruel, awnself ^ beast of prey, an' no better. Can't 
shutt foxes, 'cause they'm the backbone of England ; 
but I can shutt cats an' — an' ^" 

" Stop theer !" roared the other ancient He trembled 
with passion ; his under jaw chattered ; he lifted his 
legs up and down and cracked the joints of his 
fingers. 

^ Avonsilf. Selfish. 
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" To think I've knawed 'e all these years an' n« 
seed through to the devilish nature of 'e! 'Tis sp 
ing as makes men all the same — no better'n heat 
savages." 

The other kept calm before this shattei 
criticism. 

" Whether or no, I doan't breed these here ph 
sants for fun, nor yet for your cat's eatin'. 
call to quarrel, I should hope. But keep un his c 
side the wall if you please, else he's like to have 
onrestful time. I give 'e fair warning." 

" Perhaps you'd wish for me to chain un up ? " 

" Might be better — for him if you did." 

" I doan't want you in my house to-night," said 
owner of " Corban " suddenly. " You've shook 
You've shook a friendship of more'n fifly year sta 
ing, Amos Oldreive, an' I can't abear to look u] 
3rour face again to-day." 

" More shame to you, Noah Sage 1 If you reel 
your mangy cat be more to you than a gi 
Christian neighbour, say so. But I ban't gwainc 
fall down an' worship thtcky varmint — no, not 
twenty men, so now you knaw." 

"So much for friendship, then," answered N( 
Sage, wagging his head. 

"So much for a silly auld fool," replied Ai 
Oldreive, rather rudely ; and they left it at that, i 
each turned his back upon his neighbour. 
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Not a word was exchanged between them for three 
days; then the keeper sent in a message by Milly, 
who trembled before her parent as she delivered it. 

" Mr. Oldreive sez that ' Corban ' have killed two 
more of his li'l game-birds, faither. An' he sez 
that if so be as he goes for to catch puss in theer 
again, he'll shutt un ! Doan't 'e look so grievous 
gallied, dear faither ! I'm sure he never could do it 
after bein' your friend fifty year, though certainly he 
was cleanin' his gun when he spoke to me." 

"Shutt the cat! If he do, the world shall ring 
with it, God's my judge ! Shutt my cat — ^red-handed, 
blood-sucking ruffian ! Shutt my cat ; an' then think 
to marry his ginger-headed son to my darter ! 
Never ! the bald pelican. You tell him that if a 
hair o' my cat be singed by his beastly fowling-piece, 
I'll blaze it from here to Moretonhampstead— ^ss fay, 
I will, an* lock him up, an' you shan't marry his Ted 

neither. Shutt my Lord ! to think as that man 

have been trusted by me for half a century ! I cream 
all down my spine to picture bis black heart. Guy 
Fawkes be a Christian gen'leman to un. Here ! 
* Corban * ! * Corban ' ! * Corban * ! Wheer be you 
to, cat ? Come here, caan't 'e, my purty auld dear ? " 

He stormed off, and Milly, her grey eyes grown 

troubled and her red lips drawn down somewhat, 

hastened to tell Ted Oldreive the nature of this 

dreadful discourse. 
I 
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r " He took it very unkid/' she said *' Caan't deny 
as poor faither was strung up to a high pitch by it 
Such obstinate, saucy auld sillies as both be. An' if 
faither's cat do come to harm, worse will follow, for 
he swears I shan't have 'e if Mr. Oldreive does any- 
thing short an' sharp wi' * Corban.! " 

Ted scratched his sandy locks as a way to let in 
light upon slow lu'ains. 

"*Tis very ill-convenient as your cat will eat 
faither's game->birds," he said ; " but knawin' the store 
your auld man sets by the gert hulkin' tabby, I'm 
sure my auld man never would ackshually go for to 
shutt un." 

** If he does, 'tis all off betwixt you an' me— gospel 
truth. Faither's a man as stands to his word through 
thunder," declared Milly. " An' I ban't of age yet, 
so he can keep me from you, an' he will if Mr. 
Oldreive kills * Corban.' " 

" Tu late for that," answered Ted, very positively. 
" The banns was up last Sunday, as your faither well 
knaws. An' who be he to stand against an anointed 
clergyman in the house of the Lard ? Us was axed 
out to Princetown for the first time last Sunday; an' 
I get my pound a week after midsummer, as I've 
told your faither. Then us'U take that cottage 'pon 
top of Merripit Hill, an' auld men must fight theer 
awn battles, an' us shall be out o' earshot, thank 
God." 
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"Us be meeting trouble halfway, I hope," she 
answered. " Vm sure I'll keep a eye 'pon * Corban ' 
day an' night so far as I can ; but you knaw what a 
cat is. They've got theer own ideas an' theer own 
affairs to look arter. Why, if you set p'liceman *pon 
'em, they'd only laugh at un. • Corban's ' a cat as be 
that independent in his ways. He'll brook no 
meddlin' with — 'specially of a night." 

" Well caution un, for he've got a 'mazin' deal of 
sense. I hope he won't be overbold for his skin's 
sake, 'cause my faither's every bit so much a man of 
his word as Mr. Sage ; an' what he says he'll stick to. 
He've had to shutt a gude few score o' cats in his 
business ; an' he'll add your tabby to the reckoning, 
sure as Judgement, if any more of his phaysants be 
stolen." 

Thus, with common gloom of mind, the lovers 
separated and the clouds thickened around them. 
Their parents were no longer upon speaking terms, 
and tragedy hung heavy on the air. Then, in the 
deep and dewy silence of a June night, with Dart 
murmuring under the moon and the new-born foliage 
of the beech trees whispering their silky song, there 
burst upon the nocturnal peace vile uprosr of gun- 
powder. Somebody had fired a gun, and the noise 
of it woke a thousand echoes and leapt with rever- 
berations thrice repeated along the stone crowns of 
Hartland and Stannon and huge Broad Down. 
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GafTer Sage rushed to his window, but could see 
nothing more than a puff of white smoke rising 
lazily under the moon. Trembling with dark mis- 
givings, he crept back to bed, but slept no more. 
" Corban " usually came to the old man's chamber at 
dawn, when Milly opened the house ; but though she 
was stirring before five o'clock on the following 
morning, no " Corban " bolted into the cottage when 
she unbarred the door; no familiar friend padded 
and purred "Good morning" to Mr. Sage; neither 
did "Corban" appear at breakfast — a course very 
unusual with him. 

Noah could not eat his meal for anxiety. He 
pushed away his tea, rose and walked into the 
garden. Upon the other side of the wall Amos 
Oldreive was casting grain to his young pheasants. 

" Where's my cat to ? " asked Noah Sage, bluntly. 
"I heard your gun explode last night. Did you 
shutt un ? I've a right to knaw." 

Mr. Oldreive was clearly nervous and ill at ease, 
his sallow face needing wiping before he replied. 
But his eyes shone defiance ; he pointed at the 
pheasants ere he answered. 

"A month ago there was four dozen of 'em," he 
said ; " now theer be ezacally three dozen an* two. 
An' as for your cat, maybe I have shutt un, an' 
maybe I have not, so now." 

" You ought to be stringed up for it, you grizzly, 
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auld, crook-back coward! I knaw very well you 
done it ; an' you'll awnly be sorry once, and that's 
for ever. Doan't suppose you've heard the last of 
this. But I must take thought afore I gets upsides 
with you." 

He turned, went into the house and spoke to 
Milly. The man had aged strangely in five minutes, 
his voice grew squeaky and unsteady. 

" He've — he've shutt un, He've shutt my cat ! " 

Then Mr. Sage took his stick an* walked out upon 
the Moor to reflect and to consider what his life 
would be without his treasure. He wept a little, for 
he was not a man of strong intellect. Then his 
painful tears were scorched up, and he breathed 
threatenings and slaughter. 

He tramped back to Postbridge with a mind made 
up, and bawled his determination over the party-wall 
at Amos Oldreive's back. 

" Your son shan't have my darter now— not if he 
travels on his naked knees from here to Exeter for 
her. No darter of mine shall marry the child of a 
dirty murderer! That's what you be; an' all men 
shall knaw it ; an' I pray God your birds'U get the 
pip to the last one among 'em, an' come they grows, 
I pray God they'll choke the man as eats 'em ; an' if 
I weern't so auld an' so weak in the loins, be gormed 
if I wouldn't come over the wall this minute an' 
wring your skinny neck, you cruel, unlawful beast ! " 
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Mr. Oldreive looked round and cast one glance at 
a spot ten yards distant, where the black earth looked 
as though newly upturned, near an apple tree. But 
he said not a word, only spat on his hands and pro- 
ceeded with his digging. 

A dreadful week passed, and Mr. Sage's mingled 
emotions and misfortunes resulted in an attack of 
gout. He remained singularly silent under this trial, 
but once broke into activity and his usual vigour of 
speech when his old friend sent him a dozen good 
trout from Dart, and a hope that his neighbour would 
let bygones be bygones. These excellent fish, despite 
his foot, Mr. Sage flung one by one through his bed- 
room window into Amos Oldreive's front garden; 
for what were trout to him with no "Corban" to 
share them ? 

Behind the scenes of this tragedy Ted and Milly 
dwelt dismally on their own future. He clung to it 
that if the banns could but be asked a third time 
without interference, Mr. Sage was powerless ; Milly, 
however, believed that she knew better. 

" I be only eighteen," she explained, " an' faidier's 
my guardian to do as he will with me until I come 
of age." 

So they were troubled in secret until a sudden and 
amazing solution to the great problem came within a 
week of " Corban's " exit The only apparent way 
to be Ted's wife was opened through lying, and 
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Milly rose to the necessary heights of untruth with- 
out a pang. She felt that good must come of her 
evil conduct — good not only to herself, but to her 
unhappy father. His bereavement had cost him 
dear. He still preserved a great, tragical silence, 
but from time to time hinted of far-reaching deeds 
when his foot should be strong enough to bear him 
up. 

There came a day when Milly walked to Prince- 
town, and, entering into the house of certain friends 
there, rubbed her eyes and stood astounded and 
open-mouthed before the spectacle of " Corban." It 
was no feline apparition that she saw, but a live cat, 
with bold tabby markings of alternate rabbit-brown 
and black — a cat with strong, flat nose, cold and 
healthy ; four good, well-defined tiers of whisker on 
either side of his countenance ; green eyes, that 
twinkled like the twin lamps of a little train when 
seen by night, and a tail of just proportion and brave 
carriage. 

^*Lard save us!" cried Milly; "however did 'e 
come by this here cat, Mrs. Veale ? I had Mr. Old- 
reive's own sacred word as he'd shutt un dead an' 
buried un onder his apple tree." 

"That's our butivul puss; an' you should knaw 
how us come by it if anybody do, my dear, for you 
bringed it here in a basket from Postbridge when 
you was a li'l maid six year agone." 
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Mill/s active mind was working too rapidly to 
allow of any reply for some moments. Then she 
told Mrs. Veale of the recent tribulation at home, and 
in ten minutes an obvious plot was hatched between 
them. 

"Tis a peace-loving cat, an' if you butter its 
paws an' treat it a bit generous in the matter of foodi 
'twill very likely settle down along with you. Of 
course, you shall have un for such a Christian pur- 
pose as to bring them two dear auld men together 
again. An' the more cheese you can spare un, the 
more like he is to bide with you." 

So Mrs. Veale ; and Milly answered : — 

" * Corban ' was fond o' cheese tu^ an' his mother 
afore him! 'Twas a family failing, no doubt." 

She scanned the cat narrowly and it mistook her 
attention for admiration, and purred in a soft, gut- 
tural, elderly way, and bent itself into a bow against 
her knee and showed much natural goodness. 

" So like t'other as two peas ! " declared Milly, not 
remembering that she had made exactly the same 
remark when this cat and its late brother were born. 
* Faither's sight ban't strong enough to part 'em if 
awnly this one behaves well," she added. 

It was decided that the girl should come early on 
Sunday morning for her tabby peacemaker, and mean- 
time Mr. Oldreive and his son were to be acquainted 
with the plot. As for Amos, he was an easy man. 
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and had not slain his neighbour's poaching cat ex- 
cepting under grave provocation. Ever since the 
deed he had regretted it, but he had never confessed 
to the actual crime excepting in the ears of Milly 
and Ted. Nobody had officially announced the 
death of his cat to Mr. Sage. Therefore MiUy hoped 
he would accept the stranger as his own, and suffer 
peace to return amongst them. The Oldreives, 
much cowed by Noah's attitude and frightened by 
his illness, gladly promised to do all they might for 
his daughter, and when Sunday came, she started for 
Frincetown after an early breakfast and left her 
father behind her. He was in better health again, 
and she noticed, as an unusual circumstance, that he 
appeared very full of his own affairs upon that morn- 
ing, and clearly desired her room more than her 
company. 

With a heavy basket she set off homewards by 
nine o'clock. Inside the wickerwork a new " Corban," 
after protesting once or twice at the narrowness of 
its quarters, curled round nose to tail, abandoned 
itself to the freaks of chance and digested an ample 
breakfast. 

But midway between Frincetown and Fostbridge, 
where the road traversed the high Moor and stretched 
like a white thread between granite hills and glimmer- 
ing marsh-lands, from whence the breeding plover 
called, Milly nearly dropped her basket For along 
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the way, in a borrowed market-cart behind his own 
brown pony, came her father. 

" Why, where on airth be you drivin' to, my auld 
dear?" she asked ; and Mr. Sage, puffing and growing 
very red, made answer: — 

"I be gwaine up-long to Princctown to holy 
worship." 

Now this was an action absolutely unparalleled. 

"To church! What for?" 

"If you must knaw, 'tis that I may forbid your 
banns wi' Ted Oldreive. No use to fret nor cry. 
I be firm as a rock 'pon it ; an' I be gwaine to deny 
them banns afore the face of the Lord an' the people." 

"Why ever should 'e do such a cruel thing, dear 
faither?" 

" Because no blood 'o mine be gwaine to mix wi' 
that murdering villain's." 

" He never told you he shot ' Corban.' " 

" D'you doubt it ? Don't the whole of Dartmoor 
know it?" 

"Let me get up in the cart an' sit beside you," 
said Milly. "I want for you to look in this here 
basket" 

She leapt from the step to the driving-seat beside 
her father ; then opened the basket Grateful for 
this sudden light and air, her burden gazed out, 
yawned, showed perfect teeth, black lips, and a pink 
mouth ; then jumping boldly on to Mr. Sage's scanty 
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lap, rubbed against him and purred deeply, while its 
upright tail brushed his chin. 

" God's goodness ! " cried the old man, and nearly 
fell out into the road. 

"Somebody must have took un to Princetown," 
said Milly, outwardly calm though her heart beat 
hard. " Theer I found un none the worse, poor 
twoad. Now he's twice *Corban,* dear faither, an' 
twice my gift to 'e." 

The old man was entirely deceived, as anybody 
even of keen sight might well have been. The 
curious friendship of the cat also aided his delusion. 
He stroked it, and it stood up and put its front paws 
upon his necktie and rubbed noses. 

"Glory be! Now us'U go home-along," said Mr. 
Sage. 

His dim eyes were dimmer for tears ; but he could 
not take them off the creature. His hands also held 
it close. Milly picked up the reins and turned the 
brown pony homeward, much to his surprise and joy. 

And "Corban" H., as though specially directed 
by Providence, played its part nobly, and maintained 
the imposition. Mr. Sage begged Amos Oldreive's 
pardon, and Amos, for his part, calmed his conscience 
by assuring Noah that henceforth his cat was more 
than welcome to a young pheasant whenever it had 
a mind to one. A little strangeness on the part of 
the returned wanderer seemed natural in Mr. Sage's 
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opinion. That he had apparently developed one or 
two new habits was also reasonable in a cat with 
as much new experience of the world. And mean- 
time the wedding preparations were pushed on. 

At the end of the week Ted Oldreive came home 
from Vitifer for Sunday; and he expressed joy at 
the sight of "Corban/' once more the glory of his 
old haunts. 

But the young man's face changed when Noah 
and the cat had departed in company, and a look 
of frank alarm made Milly tremble before danger. 
"Why, what's amiss, sweetheart?" she asked, 
nervously. "All danger be past now, an' the 
creature's settled down as homely an' pleasant as 
need be." 
" Matter enough," said Ted ; " 'tis a ewe cat ! " 
" A ewe cat ! Oh, Ted, doan't say that ! " 
" 'Tis so ; an' God send her doan't have chets 'fore 
we'm married, else Postbridge won't hold your dear 
faither — nor Dartymoor neither." 



«A PICKAXE, AND A SPADE, 

A SPADE" 



NEARLY two hundred years ago, when Miser 
Merle departed from life, his little corner of 
earth took heart and breathed again. Not that he 
had raised any very mighty mound of gold to stand 
between himself and the sunshine, but, according to 
his power, he had followed the traditional road of 
those similarly cursed, and though the circumstances 
of his life, as innkeeper of a small hostelry at Two 
Bridges by Dart on the Devon moors, made any 
huge accumulation impossible, none the less he was 
a right miser in grain, and died without a tear to 
balance his two thousand pounds of money. Some 
heartily cursed him on his unknown way; not one 
pretended to mourn his passing. 

His wife was long dead — starved with cold on a 
winter night, so certain gossips loved to tell ; his son 
the miser had driven out of England, and subsequent 
rumours of the young man's death troubled him not 
at all. 

"5 
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So it came about that, when the " Ring o' Bells " 
was masterless, an obscure maiden^ who had dwelt 
there since Mrs. Merle's demise, found herself 
possessor of all the money, for Miser Merle left no 
will. Minnie Merle was his orphaned niece, and 
when the old man's unhappy partner shuffled off, he 
bethought him of this girl. As a relation, lacking 
friends or position, she would come without wages. 
So, from the position of domestic servant in a Ply- 
mouth tradesman's family at three pounds a year, 
Minnie was exalted to be the handmaid of Miser 
Merle without remuneration of any kind. 

'' A man's own flesh and blood," he said, when first 
she came, "will understand, but I don't want to 
poison your regard for me with money, or reduce 
you to the level of a hireling. You are my niece ; 
you and Nicholas Merle, in the North Country, are 
all the kindred left to me now that my wife has been 
taken." 

So Minnie settled at the "Ring o' Bells," and, 
being young and healthy, survived conditions that had 
thrust her aunt untimely into the grave. The old 
man never trusted his niece again after a day upon 
which he caught her helping two hungry tramps to 
bread and cheese, because Minnie's idea of a penny- 
worth was far more liberal than Mr. Merle's; but 
she stayed at the inn, encouraged to the dreary 
necessity by local friends, who hinted to her, behind 
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her uncle's back, that such self-denial must in the 
long run find itself rewarded. 

Then the Miser, who would not put on a pair of 
new boots while an old pair hung together, went 
through a long day wet-footed, and so received his 
death-blow. His last conscious utterance was a 
frantic petition to the medical man from Plymouth, 
when that worthy told him how all hope was vain. 

" Then you did ought to take half fees," he gasped. 
" As an honest man, so you did ; an' God's my wit- 
ness that, if you don't, I'll never give you no peace 
after I'm took ! " 

But the physician had a material soul, feared 
nothing, and held out for his bond after the patient's 
departure. Minnie Merle, now a young woman of 
three-and-twenty, reigned at the "Ring o' Bells," 
and, with sense scarcely to have been expected from 
one of such youth and peculiar experience, she did 
wisely as maiden hostess of the little tavern. Albeit 
not lavish, she gave better value for money than 
Mr. Merle had given ; the inn grew in popularity 
with the moor-men; and romance of an exciting 
nature hung about the place, because many husbands 
were in the air for Minnie, and as yet she had given 
no sign that the happy man was chosen. To discuss 
the subject with the woman herself was not possible 
for men, but Tibby Trout, an ancient gammer who 
cooked at the " Ring o' Bells," enjoyed the complete 
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confidence of her mistress, and all that Minnie desired 
to publish she merely murmured into Tibby's ear. 
The intelligencer had seventy years of experience 
behind her, and was considered even more artful 
than old. 

Tibby enjoyed to serve in the bar, as a change 
from the kitchen ; and at such times, when her 
mistress was not by, she would discourse, mete praise 
and blame, waken hope here, here chasten a mind 
grown too confident 

"Be it true, Aaron French, as you told a chap 
to Moreton that you knawed how the cat would 
jump ? ** she asked, on a night when the bar was full. 

Aaron, a sand-coloured and a sanguine man, grew 
hot and lauded. 

"Why," he said, "a chap may put wan an* wan 
together without any harm." 

"No harm except to hisself. The wan an* wan 
you'm putting together in your foolish head — ^well, 
her may have named your name thoughtful-like now 
an* again, but not these many days now. In fact, 
you'd best to say nought about her to anybody, for 
you*m awnly like to look a fule come presently if you 
do. That man at your elbow might explain if he 
would.** 

Aaron French turned upon the labourer whom 
Tibby indicated, and sudden anger shook his high- 
pitched voice into a squeak. 
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" This be your work, then, Elias Bassett," he said, 
furiously. " You to dare ! You — the most penniless 
thap 'pon Dartymoor ! " 

The young man addressed regarded Aaron with- 
out emotion. Elias stood a head taller than his rival, 
was ten years younger, and very much poorer; but 
he had a handsome face, a sturdy body, and a stout 
right arm. 

"You'm a silly poult," he said contemptuously. 
" As if a sandy-headed little monkey like you would 
take any maiden onless he wanted her money. An* 
Mistress Merle have got two pounds for every one of 
yours. As for me, I doan't care a cuss for the stuff, 
and wish to God 'twas all drownded in Dart. All 
men know that I kept company with her afore her 
uncle died, never knowin' as she was gwaine to 
have his ill-got money; an' I wish her never had 
got it ; for then her might have looked at me very 
like. But when it comed out her was up to her neck 
in gold, so to say, I knowed it must stand between 
us, and that a gamekeeper weren't no husband for 
her." 

" You seed yourself as others seed you — an' that's 
a very rare thing," said another man. 

" All the same, you're a zany for your pains," de- 
clared the old woman, who had learned what she 
desired to learn. " You kept company with missus — 
you say so. Then 'twas her place, not yours, to say 
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what was to be done after she was lifted up in the 
land. I doan't mean for a moment that she'd look at 
a velveteen coat, so you needn't fox yourself as 
youVe got any chance at all with her — yet her did, 
careless-like, name your name to me among other 
chaps as didn't 'pear to have learnt any manners in 
their bearin' toward women." 

A strong pulse stirred Elias Bassett's slow nature 
and made him stare at the withered old woman. 

" No call to glaze like a gert bull wi' your eyes so 
round as pennies," she said. " An' what's more, you 
needn't take no comfort from what I've told 'e. I 
reckon her ban't for no Dartymoor market. Wi' her 
mort o* money an* dearth o* years, her can very well 
wait awhile wi'out jumping at the first clodpole 
among 'e as offers." 

At this moment a strange man came among them 
and the subject was dropped for that time, before the 
interesting spectacle of a face unfamiliar to all 
present. 

The new arrival carried himself as one superior to 
his company. He was booted and spurred, held in 
one hand a pair of holsters, in the other a riding- 
whip. He gave no general salute to those present, 
neither did he order refreshment, but casting one 
quick glance about him, addressed himself to Gam- 
mer Trout and asked to see the mistress of the inn. 

Nicholas Merle was a big, clean-shorn man, with 
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bright eyes, quick movements, and the assertive 
manner of one accustomed to have his way. There 
was no contempt in his attitude to the folk assembled, 
but he took it for granted that he exceeded them in 
importance, even as his interests rose above their 
own ; and not one among them questioned the 
assumption. 

"Acquaint Mistress Merle that I am come — her 
cousin Nicholas from Yorkshire." 

Tibby curtseyed and went to do his bidding, while 
the new arrival out-stared each man present in turn, 
then went to the peat fire and kicked it 

"Give 'e gude day," said Elias Bassett, in a friendly 
tone. " I daresay now this here lonesome auld Moor 
do seem but a wisht, pixy-ridden place to a gen'le- 
man like you be." 

" It is very well, my good fellow — a little con- 
tracted, that is all. The wolds are more spacious, 
but a gentleman might make a living here if others 
would but let him. Does anybody with a fat purse 
ride this way ? " 

Elias and his companions stared, and the lower 
jaw of Mr. French fell until he appeared imbecile. 
Yet the stranger's cynical hint brought up his listeners 
a little more on to a level with him. Their virtue 
owed it to itself to stand as high as his confessed or 
pretended rascality. 
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" That sort of talk leads to a hemp collar, mister," 
murmured Bassett ; but Merle shook his head. 

" Mere talk leads nowhere," he answered. " It is 
the fashion of you clowns to take a jest in earnest 
But have no fear. I am not come among you with 
any such purpose as the road. To-day I have ridden 
from Exeter and, since leaving Moretonhampstead, 
saw nought but carrion crows and a fox or two. This 
place tempts no man to dishonesty. I can see upon 
your faces that you scarce know the meaning of the 
word." 

Gammer Tibby returned, and Merle, nodding in a 
friendly way to all present, followed her through the 
bar to the private chambers behind it Then, hardly 
had the horseman clanked from sight, when Ostler 
Joe Mudge appeared with his mouth full of news. 

** Wheer be the gen'leman to ? Not here ? Then 
I can speak. Aw jimmery, what a boss — if 'tis a 
boss! Never seed the like in all my years! Come 
an' catch sight for yourselves, sawls, for you'll never 
believe me. Eyes like a human, an' a body all so 
bright as brimstone, to the last hair in the tail 
ofun!" 

While the loafers inspected a big horse of unusual 
colour, Nicholas Merle introduced himself to his 
cousin. They had never met before, and a deep 
interest and instant friendship wakened in Minnie's 
breast for the only relation she possessed in the 
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world. He was a tall, resolute man of thirty-five, 
with strange oaths and fatherly manner. He de- 
clared that chance alone brought him so far south, 
and that being at Exeter he had determined with 
himself to see his relations. 

" Not until I reached Moreton did I hear of our 
uncle's death; then I should have come no farther, 
but I knew of your existence, and thought I would at 
least get a memory of you. And a very pleasant 
memory it will be, Cousin, for you're the queen of the 
Dartmoors, I hear, and so you should be. I never 
want to see a prettier maid." 

But these statements, despite the speaker's con- 
vincing utterance and bluff manner of discourse, were 
by no means true. Nicholas Merle, chancing upon a 
journal nearly a year old, had read therein of his 
miser uncle's passing ; and he knew that only one 
life stood between him and the dead man's fortune. 
So he forsook his usual haunts, to the satisfaction of 
better men, and galloped westward to look into the 
matter for himself. 

II 

Within less than a week of the young man's arrival 
at the " Ring o' Bells," Minnie was heartily grieved 
that she had commissioned Mrs. Trout to hint a hope 
in Elias Bassett's ear. She and the gamekeeper had 
indeed been close friends before her uncle's death, 
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and it troubled her that after the change in her 
fortunes Elias avoided the old intimacy and feared to 
be with her alone. Yet she admired him still, and 
more than ever, contrasted with those who hummed 
about her like hungry wasps, since her prosperity. 
Now, however, to her secret shame, Minnie Merle 
began to see that she had dropped the handkerchief 
too soon. Upon the very day — within the actual 
hour — that Bassett received his polite hint, a greater 
than Bassett burst upon the vision of Minnie, and 
soon she hung on her cousin's words, quite dazzled 
by the dashing manners of him, reduced to daily 
blushes by his gallant address and courtly fashion of 
love-making. 

These things, however, Elias did not perceive ; nor 
did the newcomer dazzle him. When the coach from 
Exeter to Plymouth left a box for Mr. Merle, and he 
blossomed forth next Sunday in russet and plum- 
colour, Bassett called him a popinjay; and the keeper 
killed Minnie's old friendship at a breath by telling 
her in round terms, with the forceful periods of that 
time, that her cousin was either less than he pro- 
claimed himself, or more. 

" Not a plain-dealer, an' you'll live to know it. 
Ban't natural to bring chapter an' verse to Everything 
a man speaks, same as he does. No honest man 
wants a cloud of witnesses to his least act or word. 
He goes in fear for all his noise." 
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" His way may not be ours, Mr. Bassett, but we're 
a good deal behind the times, and it does not become 
you or any man to call my cousin in question. He 
is very superior and genteel, Tm sure, and as for 
honesty, I never met a more honest man." 

"Ess fay, an' you have; an' you'll find it out 
after you'm married to un, if not afore," said Elias, 
bluntly. 

Minnie flamed and frowned angrily upon the 
speaker. 

" That's a very rude speech, and I never expected 
to hear you say such a thing." 

" Wish to God I could say different I'd tell a lot 
more against your cousin if I didn't love you wi* all 
my heart an' soul ; but, being so set upon you, I can't 
speak with a free mind, so I'll speak nought. Doan't 
'e be vexed wi' me, my dear woman. You know 
right well as I'd go 'pon my naked knees from here 
to Lunnon town to do your pleasure. Awnly I ban't 
blind, an' I see how this dashing chap's bold front 
have cowed us all round about. Love of you would 
keep a man true an' honest if 'twas in the nature of 
un so to be, an' I doan't say but Nicholas Merle be 
right at root; but I mislike un, cause I'm very 
jealous for you, Minnie Merle, an' I pray you'll take 
your time an' not jump into his arms fust moment 
he axes you to marry him, as he surely means to do 
come presently." 
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The girl grew a little soothed before this soft 
answer. 

" I'm sure you mean very well, Elias Bassett, an* 
rU remember what you say, for it's a foolish softness 
toward me that makes you say it. We'm auld 
friends ever since I came to Two Bridges, an' I 
doan't think no worse of you for speaking your mind« 
But you'm quite out o' bias. Such a dashing man 
as my cousin do carry himself civil an' polite to all, 
because he can't help it. 'Tis his smooth custom. 
He wouldn't think of me as a wife. Why should he 
— a maiden so rough of speech an' manner ? An' lil 
enough to look at, I'm sure, to an eye as have often 
been filled by town-bred girls. Doan't 'e fret, theer's 
a gude man. He'm awnly biding along wi' us 
because he likes the strong air an' the Devonshire 
cream an' honey. He'll be off as he came — all of a 
sudden some fine day, no doubt." 

But Bassett shook his head, and, indeed, facts 
presently proved that he was right, the girl mistaken. 
Nicholas made no haste to depart from the Moor. 
He took mighty rides over it upon his brimstone- 
coloured horse; he endeavoured to win the friend- 
ship of all men, and nearly succeeded, for he -was 
generous and a good sportsman — sure credentials to 
the regard of the folk. Only Bassett and another 
here and there maintained a stubborn and doglike 
mistrust. Nor were the sceptics free of reasons for 
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their attitude. Elias was laughed at as a man ousted 
from hope by a better-equipped rival, and the fact 
that his undue bitterness was naturally set to the 
account of defeated love, chastened his tongue ; but 
in truth Mr. Bassetfs regard for Minnie had little to 
do with his emotion. He was an honest man, and 
not prejudiced overmuch against young Merle by 
their relations. Nevertheless he had a lodged loath- 
ing against him, read craft into his apparent eandour, 
secret policy into his open-handedness, simulation 
into his great affectation of being fellow-well-met 
with all. A lad of no imagination, Bassett none the 
less went heavily in this matter, and was oppressed 
with the sense of evil at hand. A dull premonition, 
to which he lent himself reluctantly, spread events in 
their sequence before him ere they fell out 

Then accident presented him with a solid fact, and 
that fact, as is the nature of such things, opened the 
door to many problems. But some weeks before the 
day that his acquired knowledge set young Bassett's 
brains upon the whirl, there had happened the fore- 
seen, and Minnie was engaged to be married to her 
cousin. Liquor ran free on the evening of the great 
news, and few were those who left the "Ring o' 
Bells" in silence and sobriety. Elias at least was 
not among them, for, faced with the engagement, he 
abandoned his antagonism in a sort of despair, told 
himself that it was idle to fight fate, single-handed, 
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and so drank Minnie's health far into the night and 
went home to his mother's cottage as drunk as any 
man need desire or deplore to be. 

The time was then late summer, and the wedding 
was fixed to take place at Widecombe in November* 
This matter determined, life pursued its level way, 
and Nicholas Merle, who appeared to have no 
business or affairs that called him elsewhere, dwelt 
on at the "Ring o' Bells," enjoyed the best that 
the inn could furnish him, and spent his time 
between courting his cousin, in a manner much to 
her taste, and riding far afield over the land. Some- 
times she accompanied him on her Dartmoor pony, 
sometimes he went alone. 

There came a day in the bar when Gammer Trout 
was able to furnish the company with a morsel of 
news. 

" Master Merle got a packet by the mail essterday," 
she said. " Fust as ever he've had since he corned ; 
an' not to his taste neither. 'Twill call him off, for 
he set his teeth and frowned when he read it, an' 
said as he must be gone in a week an' wouldn't be 
back much afore the wedding." 

"Who might the packet have come from?" en- 
quired Aaron French; but Tibby could not tell. 
She believed in her future master and gave the man 
a short answer. 

" That's his business. Us all have our troubles." 
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'M be the last to speak anything but praise of the 
genleman," declared Aaron. "Yet he is a man 
of mystery, an* his goings an' comings work upon no 
rule that a plain head can figure out to itself." 

" Done a purpose," declared Joe Mudge ; " nought 
goes home to a maiden's heart like mystery. 'Tis 
meet an* drink to a fansical female. A fellow do 
bulk large in the innocent eyes of women folk if 
they think he've got a hidden side to un — a side as 
nought but the moon do know." 

They returned to the subject of the packet ; and 
then it fell out that, within half an hour of that time, 
the great fact already alluded to faced Elias Bassett, 
and an accident thrust the fortunes of a man and a 
woman into his hands. 

As he left the " Ring o' Bells " a little later, his 
mind upon the packet, Nicholas Merle himself set 
out on horseback, and galloped away in a direction 
that the keeper pursued more slowly on foot. And 
as he viewed the receding figure, a speck of white 
suddenly fluttered into the air behind it and fell upon 
the moor-path. Ignorant of his loss, the rider went 
forward, and Bassett, convinced that he had seen the 
identical object of recent discussion, marched along 
his way. His purpose, arrived at hastily, was to pick 
up the letter, conceal it, and give it to Minnie with 
the frank advice that she would do well to read it ; 
but in the event he did no such thing, for as he 
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Stooped to gather up the paper, a thud of hoofs came 
to his ear and he saw that Nicholas Merle had dis- 
covered his loss and was returning to make it good 
if possible. 

He dropped the writing unseen, a flash of wisdom 
leading to that course ; but he did not do so until 
two words had chanced to fall upon his eyes — two 
words of such tremendous significance that thejr 
quite dazed the mind of Elias. 

'' Dear Husband '' 

He read that much, then moved quickly away 
from the letter and pretended to be picking and 
eating blackberries a hundred yards distant, as Merle 
rode past him with his eyes straining to right and 
left of the way. The rider banished his care and 
cracked a jest with Bassett ; then, looking backward, 
without appearing to do so, Elias saw Merle dis- 
mount and clutch up his letter. A moment later he 
resumed his ride, and went whistling along upon his 
great, bright horse. 

Ill 

The first inclination of Elias Bassett was to meet 
his rival, man to man, and settle this outrage by 
force of arms ; but after four-and-twenty hours with 
himself he decided against that course. To do the 
best for Minnie without afterthought for his own 
gain was now the keeper's duty. He put himself 
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resolutely out of the question, and even debated 
whether he should impart his discovery to another, 
and so stand aloof from the necessary deed ; but his 
nature would not go so far along with him. He was 
a man faced with a rascal and an enemy, and that 
rascal must be unmasked by him, not another. The 
work before him was in itself so congenial that to 
delay proved difficult. Therefore Elias quickly 
planned his course of action, and the hour for it. 
Yet he was disappointed, for on the morning of a 
day that he had fixed to confront Merle and break 
the evil news to Minnie, Nicholas himself departed 
unexpectedly. He was to be absent until the time 
of the wedding. 

Upon this circumstance Bassett pondered through 
another day, then suddenly strange matters hurried 
his decision and anger opened his lips. 

Returning by night to the hamlet of Two Bridges 
over the high Moor, Elias met Minnie Merle alone 
walking quickly toward the lonely gorges of West 
Dart, where the river roars and echoes under Wist- 
man!3 primeval wood of oaks. Darkness was already 
come, but a moon hidden under low clouds made all 
clear. Only the river, full after a freshet, filled the 
silence with ebb and flow of watery music, that waxed 
and waned upon the wind. The lonely wood, shunned 
even by day and held a haunted region by night, 
huddled there like a concourse of misshapen goblins. 
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Huge planes of shattered granite sank from the hills 
to the river valley, and the red fox and shining adder 
alone found a home in this fantastic forest of humped, 
twisted and shrivelled trees. But to Minnie the 
desolate spot was good. She associated it with her 
lover ; there, when the sunlight shone and little blue 
butterflies danced above the briars, Nicholas had 
asked her to marry him ; and now, under gathering 
night, It was upon a secret errand connected with 
her cousin that she stole along when the keeper met 
her, to their common surprise. 

" A strange hour for a walk, sure enough ! " he 
said. " What wonnerful secret be taking you on the 
Moor at this time of night ? " 

" It be a secret," she answered, " so ax me no more 
about it, an* go on your way." 

"FU tell you another secret for yours, Minnie 
Merle. Wheer be you gwaine so quick?" 

"To Wistman's Wood — that much Fll let you 
know — ^no more. Now go your way, Elias, like a 
gude man." 

" Ban't you feared ? " 

"Not of Wistman's Wood. 'Tis nought but a 
cluster of honest old trees." 

" Well, rU come along with you." 

" An' I won't let you. Three's no company." 

Elias stared and shifted his walking-stick from one 
hand to the other. 
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" Gwaine to meet somebody ? " 

"Why not?" 

" What would your young man say ? " 

Minnie laughed. 

" Since you ax, I think I may answer that he*d 
say I was in the right. Now you know enough — tu 
much. Leave me — I won't have you go another 
yard with me." 

" I do know tu much for my peace," he said ; " but 
'tis you who don't know enough. I've waited a long- 
ful time to speak, but now I'll do it, though I break 
your heart Better that than ruination. This man 
— Nicholas Merle — ^he'm married, an* that packet he 
got — 'twas from his ill-served wife." 

" You coward ; you liar ; you wicked, venomous 
snake!" cried out Minnie. "To stand theer afore 
your Maker an' hatch that lie for the ear of a loving 
woman! Oh! I wish I was a man; I'd tear — ^but 
he shall — ^he shall — ^he shall know it this night ! " 

Her passion revealed her secret. She saw what 
she had done, grew a little calmer and explained. 

" This is the last time I'll ever foul my breath with 
your name, Elias Bassett ; but since you've surprised 
this out of me, I must say more. If you've a shadow 
of honour, you'll keep a secret I swore not to reveal 
to a soul, yet have now revealed in anger to you. 
The fault was yours. When my true love went away, 
he told me that I might find to-day a letter in a 
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secret spot known to both of us far away upon the 
Moreton road. I went there — ^rode my pony out 
this morning — and a letter waited me. I tell you 
these things that you shall breed no more lies against 
him or me. In that note he told me that he should 
be at Wistman's Wood to-night at a familiar spot I 
wot very well. And he is to let me into gert news. 
Wonnerful things have happened to him. But he is 
supposed to be far away, and that he is tarrying here 
is my secret. And now you have surprised it out of 
me. At least lean trust you not to breathe of this 
to any living soul if ever you loved me." 

" I shall keep silent, be sure, since you find it in 
your heart to give me the lie and call me ' snake.' " 

" I saw the letter that you pretend to have seen. ^ 
He showed it to me. Not that I asked to see it 
I would trust Nicholas before the sun. You are 
dreaming, or else very wicked. The packet was from 
a scrivener. It concerned money. * A wife' ! This 
is jealous madness. He never looked at any woman 
before he met me." 

** If I be wrong, TU beg his pardon on my knees." 

" You be most wickedly wrong. He is the soul of 
honour." 

" Then let me come now with you." 

" Not for the world. He would never forgive mc 
if anybody heard of this meeting. It is vital to his 
interests that it should be supposed he is far away." 
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" Cannot you see there is danger for you in this ? " 

"Danger with him? How little you know what 
love means for all your talk, Elias ! " 

" It is because I know what love means that I care 
so much. Let me be somewhere near — out of sight 
and earshot of speech, but not too far off for a cry 
to reach me if you wanted help." 

"Each word you say makes me hate you worse, 
Elias Bassett." 

" At least let me stop here an' see you home again 
afterward." 

" Never ! I've done with you. You ban't a good 
man. Besides, you would have to wait for hours. 
I be very early for our meeting. Nicholas will not 
be there afore eleven o'clock." 

**And if you never come home again, Minnie 
Merle?" 

" Then you may tell all men what you have heard 
to-night, an' go an' seek for me. If Nicholas knowed 
you were his enemy, he would shoot you like a dog. 
So be warned." 

"And yet you cannot see that if he is married 
already, you are his worst enemy ! He can't marry 
you and get the money that way, so " 

She turned and ran from him without another 
word, and he watched her sink into grey moonlight 
until the Moor swallowed, her up. A dim spot a 
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mile away on the night marked Wistman^s Wood ; 
and from it, through the fitful noise of the river, an 
owl's cry came faintly, like the sound of a wailing 
child. 

IV 

Elias sat upon a rock and so remained a long 
while with his head between his hands. Then he 
got up and walked slowly homeward ; while Minnie 
Merle, despite the fact that she was far too early for 
her appointment, proceeded steadily toward Wist- 
man's Wood. Presently, with a light, sure foot, she 
entered the old forest and passed where auburn 
autumn foliage rustled under the wan light The 
wind sighed here and there in the stunted timber, 
then died off and left the place breathless, awake, 
watching as it seemed. 

There was a familiar tree whose boughs, heavily 
draped with grey lichen and metallic-coloured mosses, 
made amongst them a comfortable sort of couch. 
The low branches scarcely sprung above the rocky 
earth, and many a deep cleft and cranny lay beneath 
the withered boles. Here the wood-rush flourished, 
and the briar, and the little corydalis shared sunny 
corners with the snake on summer days. Where 
Minnie now climbed, that her head might rise above 
the low crowns of the wood, ivy and whortleberry 
grew, and polypody ferns extended along the limbs 
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of the tree. About each dwarf, bleared and hoary, 
moved festoons of ash-coloured lichen, like ghostly 
dryads grown old. The arms of the trees were 
bedded with centuries of decayed vegetation, their 
trunks were twisted into the shape of fossil beasts ; 
yet life was strong in them ; yearly they broke 
their amber buds ; yearly they blossomed and bore 
fruit. 

Gazing about her and wondering from whence her 
mysterious lover would appear, Minnie was suddenly 
startled to see a huge creature moving in the night. 
It came toward her, magnified by the moon. Sup- 
posing it some wandering ox from the herds of half- 
wild cattle that roamed the Moor, she was glad of 
her elevated security ; but the object proved a horse, 
and on it a man sat — the man she loved best in the 
world. Nicholas was also very early, and, well- 
pleased to find it so, his sweetheart prepared to leap 
out of her refuge and run to him, when something 
made her hesitate and she waited a moment and 
watched her lover dismount. 

He carried a curious long parcel under his arm, 
and the girl wondered what manner of gift this 
might be. Then, within twenty yards of her hiding- 
place, Nicholas Merle, having consulted a big watch, 
proceeded to a curious occupation that first puzzled 
the watcher, then froze her young limbs with an 
awful chill not bom of cold. 



I 



148 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

First, tethering his horse on the high ground above 
the wood, the man h'ghted a lantern, set his pistols 
at his elbow on a stone, and turned to the long 
parcel he had brought with him. From this he un- 
wound some rope and produced a spade and a short, 
heavy pick. He took off his coat, rolled up his 
sleeves and sought a place for digging. Presently 
a hollow between two great slabs of granite met his 
view, and carefully thrusting away the briars, ferns 
and honeysuckle that draped this spot, he set to 
work and began deepening it with his tools. A 
mound quickly grew at hand, and a long, narrow 
hole began to yawn between the shelves of stone. 
He toiled with all his might and feared not to sing 
at his labour. Then, as he lifted his voice, the words 
he uttered told his deed to the girl who, above in the 
ancient oak, looked down through a screen of red 
leaves. She shook so that the dry foliage rustled all 
about her, but Nicholas Merle's own melody filled 
his ear and he sang the historic song of another he 
once had watched mimicking the same business that 
now engaged him in earnest : — 

" A pickaxe, and a spade, a spade, 
For and a shrouding sheet : 
O ! a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet." 

Then the girl in the tree grasped the friendly 
limbs and cowered close and set her teeth to save 
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herself from fainting and falling, for she knew that 
she watched the digging of her own grave. She 
struggled with herself to think what she should do ; 
but to solve that problem was easy enough. Her 
life depended upon the sheltering tree. The pistol 
that glittered at Merle's elbow was waiting for her 
young heart. 

Half an hour before their appointed time of meet- 
ing Merle finished his labours, hid his tools, trailed 
the weeds over his work and then, putting on his 
coat, blew out the lantern and sat down to wait his 
cousin's arrival. And presently, while Minnie watched 
and wondered how long his patience would keep him 
in Wistman's Wood, and how long her strength 
would bear the ordeal of this terror under nightly 
cold, she saw another shape, and a tall man's form 
suddenly heaved up out of the darkness. 

He approached the other, and spoke. Then the 
girl felt her fears almost at an end, for it was Elias 
Bassett He had indeed turned his face homeward, 
but could not find it in his heart to obey Minnie. 

"Late work and strange work, neighbour," said 
the keeper. " I've bided hidden an* watched you 
this hour, an' yet I be so much in the dark as when 
I comed. Who are you, and what do you here ? " 

" I mind my business, and do you the like, if you 
are a wise man 1 " 
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'' Why ! Tis Nicholas Merle ! I thought you had 
gone home to your wife," 

The other rose and Elias saw his teeth flash white 
under the moon. 

" You rash fool, are you so weary of living that 
you come here to hunt for your death ? Yes, Nick 
Merle — a name that if you were a northern down 
instead of a Westerner, would make you shake in 
your shoes. You know too much, my good clod. 
You had been wiser to leave this wood alone to-night, 
for leave it again you never will." 

" Yet that grave was not dug for me, I suppose ? " 

" No, since you are curious. But I can find room 
for two in it." 

He snatched up a pistol and fired point-blank. 
Bassett felt a fiery stab in his shoulder; then he 
dashed in and closed. The men rolled together 
upon the ground, but handicapped by his wound, 
the keeper had little chance. His grip relaxed, his 
head fell back, and the other, who knew that he had 
hit him, supposed the man was dead. Merle dragged 
his foe to the grave, and rolled him in without cere- 
mony; then, seeing that Elias moved, hearing that 
he moaned, the rascal turned to get his second pistol 
and make an end of the matter. But the pistol was 
in another hand. Minnie had seen her old suitor 
slain, as she supposed, and a great grief for the 
moment banished personal fear. In that moment 
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she acted, leapt quickly to the boulders beneath her 
hiding-place, crept near the battle unseen, and, as 
her cousin returned and stood erect, she confronted 
him with his own weapon raised and cocked. 

" Brave heart ! " he cried. " You had come to my 
rescue, dear Minnie, but, thank Heaven, I was one 
too many for this blackguardly footpad myself He 
had traced me, how, I know not, and wanted my 
watch. But he'll need the time no more. He sleeps, 
and no stroke but the stroke of doom will waken 
him again. Give me my pistol, dear heroine ! *' 

"Nay," she said. "I am not deceived. I know 
my life is in my hand, and I am not going to put it 
into yours. Come an inch nearer and I will shoot 
you, for you are a murderer, and worse than a 
murderer.'* 

The man fell back. He had himself taught Minnie 
to shoot with small arms, and he knew that she was 
a good pupil. 

** Sit down and let us talk," he said. 

" With that poor man groaning his life out there 
— for me ? Go — ^go now. If I was not a weak fool, 
I would shoot you in cold blood." 

He reflected rapidly, then so acted that he might 
deceive her into his reach^ and surprise the weapon 
from her before she could use it. 

" You will live to r^ret this dreadful error, Minnie 
Merle. No man or woman wrongs me without 
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sufTering for it There is some treachery here ; but 
I will be even with my enemies. I always am." 

He went slowly toward his horse and she hung 
back and let him lead the way. 

" Little did I think when I taught you how to use 
that toy that you would one night turn it against 
your faithful lover," he said with deep sorrow in his 
voice. 

"I have seen you dig my grave," she answered. 
"You are not worthy to live. Go, because I have 
loved you." 

He slowly mounted into his saddle, very slowly 
gathered his heavy hunting-crop that hung hitched 
to the holster; then, as quick as lightning, he hit 
out with the heavy handle, trusting to strike the 
girl on the head and bring her down before she 
could fire. 

Minnie started backward, and, to her horror, the 
jerk of her movement, although it saved her life from 
the blow, exploded the pistol. Now, defenceless, she 
prepared to fly, but the man's laugh of triumph was 
broken by a horrid scream of pain from his horse. 
The ball had struck it high on the n^ck and the 
great brute reared up and became unmanageable. 
So sudden was the action that Merle came off. A 
second more and he would have rolled into safety ; 
but, at the moment of his collapse, even as he fell, 
the frantic creature kicked out, and a steel-plated 
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hoof, with the strength of a flying chain-shot, crashed 
into his head behind the ear and cut away half his 
skull. Under the moon oozed forth the brains that 
had plotted Minnie's death, and she turned shudder- 
ing, while the great horse, with a cry almost human, 
galloped into the night 

Bassett lived, as Minnie soon discovered. His 
wound still bled, but she tore her linen, stanched 
the flow and supported him upon the way until his 
strength gave out again and he sank down upon the 
Moor, while she fled forward for succour. 



The name of Bassett warms Devon hearts to-day, 
and it was the generation that followed Elias that 
wrote their worthy patronymic large upon the earth 
and blazoned it in history. Yet the sons of Minnie, 
and her grandsons and great-grandsons, loved best 
in their annals that tragedy of the highwayman, their 
mother's cousin — Young Nick, as he is called — and 
the story of his efforts to prevent them from coming 
into the world by sending their mother out of it. 
They have waxed high in the land, and men have 
blessed them; yet their joy in Sir Elias Bassett, 
Lord Moreton, is not greater than that they take 
in plain Elias, the statesman's grandfather. Men 
made a riddle about Minnie Merle and her grave — 
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a jest that sets three generations laughing ; but of 
late this joke has hidden within the pages of old, 
curious journals. There, indeed, many such-like 
strange matters shall be met with. Long they lie 
forgotten, buried in an ancient chronicle, tombed for 
centuries under the lumber of a muniment chest, 
until bidden to rise and live again. 
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JONAS AND DINAH 

I 

" ^ PUBLISH the banns of marriage between 
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fonas Lethbridge, bachelor, and Dinah Mary 
Hannaford, spinster, both of this parish. If any of 
you know cause, or just impediment, why these two 
persons should not be joined together in holy matri- 
mony, ye are to declare it. This is for the first time 
of asking." 

A pleasant rustle ran through the little congrega- 
tion — an amiable and friendly sound. Jonas and 
Dinah sat together through the ordeal of the banns, 
and, out of sight, he squeezed her hand to support 
her. 

" The maiden went so red as a rose, an' the man 
pale as a dog's tooth. Did 'e note it ? " asked Black- 
smith Chugg of Sexton Lethbridge, after service was 
at an end and the village folk had vanished. 

" I noted that, and more than that. Old as I am, 
and so round in the back as a beetle with a lifetime 
o' burying, yet my eyes be gimlets o' sharpness still, 
thank God ! Tis a trick my son Jonas have gotten 
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from his mother. The red never comed in her cheek 
at high moments — ^blood all rushed to her heart, an' 
her growed so white you might have thought as her 
was going to die on the spot. When I axed her to 
marry me, she went fainty-like, an' her lips turned 
blue. But a good wife she was as ever a man lost 
an' mourned. They wondered how I could find 
nature enough in me to dig her pit myself. The 
fools! To think that a grave-digger like me could 
have rested easy in my bed if another had done it ! " 

'' I hope as Dinah Hannaford will be such a wife 
an' mother as your missis an' mine," said the black- 
smith. "But why for did tenor bell — that chap, 
Amos Thorn, the woodman — get up an' leave the. 
church when they was axed out ? A very unseason- 
able thing to do." 

" I marked it," answered Mr. Lethbridge. " Jonas 
says that Dinah kept company two years back with 
Thorn. But they failed out, because he have such 
a surly habit of mind an' her couldn't put up with 
his tantrums no more. If her so much as looked 
at another man or gived a chap * good-day,' Thorn 
would go crazy ; an' as life promised to be a burden- 
some business wi 'such a touchy fashion o' man, she 
took courage to break off." 

" A very sensible maid, they say." 

" So she is, then ; never seed any young woman 
with more sense. They be coming to live along 
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wi' me. Then my old sister, as does for me now, 
can go off comfortable into that empty almshouse 
offered her to Tavistock." 

Elsewhere the lovers walked and talked in a 
Devon lane. Her arm rested upon his, and grim 
exultation marked his features. Stern and hard 
was his countenance, yet his eyes glowed kindly and 
flashed with love as he looked down at her face. 
Ferns in all the glory of new green hung fronds 
about the way ; seeding grasses softened the verdant 
banks, and flowers brightened them with red and 
purple. Field-roses and dog-roses trailed their 
beauty above, and in the air was scent of eglantine 
and song of bird. Speedwells and cinquefoil made 
blue-and-gold lacework in the vernal walls of the 
lane ; hawthorn turned to roseal harmonies in death, 
and the last bluebells faded. 

" You'll love me for ever, my own dear ? *' she said. 

"Till my heart be done wi* beating, Dinah," he 
answered, " No trouble as was ever hatched by man 
or the devil will come betwixt you an* me." 

n 

" I publish the banns of marriage between Amos 
Thorn, bachelor, and Dinah Mary Hannaford, 
spinster, both of this parish. If any of you know 
cause, or just impediment, why these two persons 
should not be joined together in holy matrimony, 
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ye are to declare it This is for the first time of 
asking." 

Again there followed a rustle of many curious 
folks ; but a different emotion animated it, a different 
sound infused it. Human nature woke up and 
buzzed. This was more than merely pleasant ; it 
was interesting. Mr. Thorn and Dinah Hannaford 
were not in the little church to face two hundred 
pairs of eyes. Jonas Lethbridge accompanied his 
father, and while the ancient grave-digger's head 
drooped and his mouth trembled, where it fell in 
over naked gums, the young man gazed unflinchingly 
before him, and no quiver marked his strong, hard 
face and dark eyes. He kept them fixed unblinking 
on a stained glass window that represented Christ 
bidding the waves be still. 

Again the old-time neighbour of Sexton Leth- 
bridge stumped along beside him under spring 
leaves ; but Jonas had disappeared as soon as the 
service was ended. 

" Very sorry for your son, my dear soul ; for I lay 
the fire in his eye was burning out of his heart if us 
could have but seen it," said Mr. Chugg, the black- 
smith. "What a courage heVe got to come to 
worship ! " 

" Tis a very dreadful thing for all of us, Chugg." 

Mr. Lethbridge spoke wearily. Of late his 
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natural forces were abated, and Jonas did much of 
the work of the churchyard. 

" Every maiden in the village be sorry for him," 
said the blacksmith. 

" An' well they might be." 

" Thorn hadn't the brass to be there hisself, I see. 
A chap from Princetown ringed tenor bell to-day." 

"God won't never prosper such treachery, you 
mark me," said Mr. Lethbridge. 

"If 'tis God's business to put down treachery, 
He'm a thought behind His work — to say it re- 
spectful. My experience is that the ungodly do 
very well 'pon Dartymoor. Be your sister going to 
bide with you?" 

"Yes; she'm stopping. Her wouldn't go in the 
almshouse when the wedding fell through. But it 
won*t be for long. I'm getting ripe an' ready for the 
grave myself now." 

" The women of this generation ban't no better 
than reptile toads. But your young chap will find 
a good wife come presently, please God. There's a 
tidy maid here an' there yet." 

"Not him. He'll bide a bachelor for evermore. 
He'm so bitter as gall to the roots of his being since 
she wrote that letter. It have turned him away 
from the Almighty's Self." 

" Chucked him over with a letter, did her ? " 

"Ess— an' a very nice fashion of penmanship. 
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Yet all written wi' needles, so to say, as stabbed 
the poor young youth cruel. He gasped when he 
read it, as if he'd swallowed his meat wrong way. 
Then he handed it to me. She just said as she'd 
been wickedly deceived in him, and that she'd rather 
have trusted the sun not to shine than believe he 
could have acted so bad to her. An' she also hoped 
the Lord would forgive him for treating a poor 
maiden so crooked." 

" That weern't enough for Jonas Lethbridge, was 
it?" 

" No, by Gor ! He went straight to her, an' there 
was fiery words ; but the truth, or what she thought 
was truth, he never knowed. Her love had turned 
to hate in a single night. He pressed for reasons ; 
and she said that to ax for reasons was the worst 
insult of all, seeing she knowed the whole secret 
truth about him. Not a word more could he get, 
though he tried, and was patient as Job for an hour 
of talk. Then, having his spark o' passion like 
any other man, he called her a wanton, wicked jilt 
an* left her. An' no girl ever deserved hard names 
more than she." 

" *Tis a dark story, to be sure. That's why us 
never heard the third axing of the banns, then ? " 

" It happened last spring, afore the last axing. 
Then, come winter, Dinah Hannaford's mother died, 
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an' next thing us heard was that she'd got on wi' 
Amos Thorn again." 

" A very womanly piece of work." 

" I don't know whether 'tis woman or man be at 
the bottom. I'd throw blame on Thorn if I dared 
wi'out running danger of violence ; but I be old an' 
weak, an' 'tis no good saying things you can't en- 
force wi' your right arm. Still, I do think he kin- 
diddled her away from my boy." 

" 'Tis no libel to think it, anyway," said Mr. Chugg, 
and the sexton nodded. 

" There's parties as ought to be punished wheether 
or no," he said, " and I hope the A'mighty won't let 
it pass, an' that I'll live to see the wicked come by 
their deserts." 

A mile away Amos Thorn and Dinah walked to- 
gether where immortal flowers bloomed about them 
at the dawn of June. 

" Oh, but you'll be true to me, dear heart — I can 
trust you ? " she asked with a pleading voice. 

The big blonde man turned and hugged her to 
himself and kissed her. 

" For ever an' ever, Amen, my pretty ! " he said. 
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III 

" Forasmuch as it hath pleased Almighty God of 
His great mercy to take unto Himself the soul of 
our dear brother here departed, we therefore commit 
his body to the ground ; earth to earth, ashes to 
ashes, dust to dust ; in sure and certain hope " 

The clods fell ; the familiar rite ended. There 
was a smell of earth and bruised grass. Dinah 
Thorn looked down into her husband's grave; and 
her child of three, clutching tight his mother's 
black-gloved hand, peeped fearfully into the abyss 
that had swallowed his father. Suddenly the infant 
appeared to realise his loss, and howled with all his 
little heart. 

Anon every man went to his own house, while Mr. 
Lethbridge began to fill the grave. His friend the 
blacksmith had been one of the bearers. He, too, 
stayed behind ; and now Chugg lighted his pipe, and 
sat upon a tomb, and watched the sexton. Once 
more they played the part of chorus. 

" Tis a wonder to see you with the spade again." 

" As to that, I'm past it — have been these three 
year — but this particular job — well, somehow, Jonas 
had got a feeling that he'd cussed the chap so often 
in life that he couldn't dig his pit decent ; an' I be 
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clever yet for such an old blid, so I corned out o' my 
well-earned rest. Can't say as it hurt my mind to 
dig, though my rheumatics will smart for it come 
to-hiorrow." 

The earth dropped from the shovel, and the coffin 
beneath rumbled to the thud. 

Old Lethbridge worked slowly, and stopped often 
to talk. 

"Twas always said he'd got a careless way of 
throwing elms. An' now an elm have throwed him. 
A great tree in Widecombe Park failed when he was 
looking t'other way, an' a bough scat his brains out. 
An' now he'm coffined in elm, an' never good wood 
held a worse man." 

The blacksmith smoked and shook his head. 

" Yet the Church feels no doubts of him. Have 'e 
ever marked the cocksureness of the parsons ? 'Tis 
that I marvels at ! ^ Sure and sartain hope ' be the 
words. When they buried Sam Pridham, the poacher 
— him as beat his wife and drinked the boots an' 
shoes off his children's feet — parson was just so dead 
positive 'bout it as when he put away my old woman, 
who was a holy saint o' God, bar her temper. How 
can us know that it have pleased the A'mighty to 
take to Hisself the soul of this here Amos Thorn ? " 

" We can't be sure, and for my part I ban't," said 
the other. " We know mighty little of any man 
except this : that king and tinker breed the same 
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fashion o' worms come they die. The chap down 
there was a liar, an' he won Dinah Hannaford from 
my son by a wicked trick. He told her falsehoods 
— ^'twas this dust I'm covering with honest earth that 
made dust of my son's life : an', old as I am, I be 
glad to bury him. If 'tis wicked, then 'tis wicked ; 
but, any way, 'tis true." 

" Don't puff an' fret, my dear. He'm gone now, 
an' 'tis very bad for you to be so hot at your age. 
He'll get his proper payment. For that matter, he 
have got it." 

** I say us have no right to believe that God have 
took this man's soul to Hisself. It ban't justice, an' 
I won't stomach it Nice company for the better- 
most in heaven ! The like of Amos Thorn ! 

Tchut ! I can't onderstand it." 

" Tis a very difficult question, and best left alone," 
said the blacksmith, uneasily. '' It be quite enough 
to know there is such a place. I never much like to 
think about it." 

" Us have more right to commit his soul to the 
Dowl, an' a lot more reason, too," said the ang^ 
ancient. " Do 'e think I've read an' pondered the 
Scriptures fifty years for nothing ? The wages of sin 
be death; that's a cast-iron, black-an'-white fact; 
and I'll back the Bible against the Prayer-book any 
day of the week for money. If Bible's true, he'm 
lost." 
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"The punishment do fall on his wife an' child, 
come to think of it. He was cut off so sudden, an* 
left no provision for 'em at all." 

" That's the law and the prophets," declared Mr. 
Lethbridge. " Sins of the fathers be visited on the 
children — also pretty often on the widows, though 
they ban't named by name." 

"Where's the justice of that, then? Got you 
there ! " cried the blacksmith, triumphantly. 

" If you've got anybody, you've got the Old Testa- 
ment," answered the other, grimly, "an' I'd advise 
you to call home your words again, an' not flout the 
Book o' Life in a graveyard. 'T won't be for your 
good. An' such things will turn the scale at Judge- 
ment The man was cut off, an' 'tis the quality of 
punishment not to stop at the sinner, but to catch 
the innocent folk all around him — ^like measles or a 
fever do." 

" As a husband, it be generally granted he was a 
very good an* proper man," ventured Mr. Chugg. 

" You can't be a good husband and a bad man." 

" You*m so quick at words, there's no being even 
with ye ! " 

Then the blacksmith went his way, and his friend 
shouted after him : — 

" Justice be justice ; an' for my part I'll always 
tell the truth, as I always have, whether it be to a 
man's face or his coffin-lid." 



166 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 



IV 

There came a day after long years, and June 
smiled as of yore, and the scythe of Jonas Leth- 
bridge smoothed the grassy graveyard, even as the 
scythe of Time filled it. He took a gloomy pride 
in the place ; and while his father, who now slept 
beneath, had been content to dig deep and bury well, 
this silent man passed his abstracted days among 
the graves, and made the face of the little church- 
yard fair to see. 

Few problems troubled him ; yet upon this hour 
in young summer he was faced with a difficulty. 
He paused, looked with down-drawn brows at a 
faint path worn in the grass between certain tombs, 
r. It was a way trodden there by a woman's feet, and 
it led — not to the grave of Amos Thorn, but to 
a little mound near it, where the woodman's son 
slept beside him. 

" Haven't spoke a word to her since her flinged 
me over, an' never thought to ; but 'tis my duty," 
the sexton reflected, "an' my duty I must do. I 
could set sticks across, but she'd only think I was 
'feared of her. For that matter, so I be." 

Opportunity offered within the hour. The mkn 
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mowed, and the^lackbirds sang. From an ancient « 
tomb, long sunk out of straightness, came a tapping . 
where a thrush broke a snail and feasted upon it. 
The air danced, and the scythe's strokes rose and fell 
regularly, like the deep breath of a sleeper. 

Then came a woman, and her feet pressed the 
grasses where Lethbridge had too often marked 
their passing. His face grew white, his brows 
frowned, and he put down his scythe and came 
forward. Dinah saw him, and hesitated and stood 
still. A little bunch of purple columbines fell out of 
her hand, and she bent and picked them up. 

" Mrs. Thorn," said the man, " I must ax you to go 
around t'other way to your graves in future. I won't 
have 'e trapsing about here. You'm wearing the 
young grass away. See how bad it do look. An' if 
you'd only let your child's grave alone, the turves 
would jine suent and smooth; but you'm always 
putting in jam-jars wi' flowers in 'em, an' planting^^. 
things that die, an' worrying the place so cruel that > 
no grass can grow. I don't want to say nought to 
hurt your mother's heart, but the grave will never 
look seemly the way yoa treat it ; and I shall be 
blamed." 

She stood in a dream to hear his voice again. 

" If tears could make it grow " 

"Tears! 'Tis a poor, feeble sorrow tears will 
drown." 
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% ^Men an' women be diSM^nt Tears do soften 
the cutting edge to us females. But Til go round 
t'other way henceforth, Mr Lethbridge, an' I'm very 
sorry I hurt the grass and troubled you about it" 

He looked hard at her, and the mists of memory 
rose a little from off his spirit Life had left him 
petrified, while for the woman the years were full, 
mostly of sorrow. Her husband and child were both 
dead, and she lived alone. 

Now the man's cold heart felt a throb. 

" 'Tis strange to hear your voice," he said. " Do 'e 
ever think 'bout the old days, ma'am, or do they 
hurt'e?" 

" Both," she said. " I think an' I suffer. But I've 
lived a lifetime since then." 

" Yet you ban't very old now ? " 

" Twenty-six, Mr. Lethbridge." 

" I know that well enough — twenty-six come tenth 
o' next month — ^July." 

"I was very sorry for 'e when your old faither 
died." 

" So was I." 

" He never would speak to me after '* 

"Faither was a very great man for justice. An 
Old Testament man, you might say. 'Twas he as 
digged your husband's grave, Mrs. Thorn. I couldn't 
do it" 



JONAS AND DINAH 169 

" Amos Thorn wronged you more'n ever a man 
wronged a man — God rest his soul." 

" An' he wronged you ? " 

" IVe forgived him," she said. 

" He told you as I had a woman an* a child hidden 
down to Newton Abbot" 

" I've forgived him." 

" An' you could believe it ? " 

" I've never forgived myself, nor never shall." 

There was a silence. 

"Well, if you'll keep off this here place an' go 
round by the old stones there, I'll thank you. I 
take a pride in the burying-ground, as be well 
known. The graves be wife and children to me. 
If you'll look around at other churchyards, you'll see 
there ban't one this side of Plymouth that's so trim 
and tidy as this." 

" It's well known ; people comes from long ways 
off to see it FU be careful in future not to do 
harm." 

She turned, and followed the road that he pointed 
out. Then she put fresh water in a jam-pot, and 
arranged the columbines upon a little mound of 
sickly tdrf. Hard by his scythe began its measured 
rhythm in the heart of the green grass. 
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The light took a golden tincture before dusk, and 
nature rested. Mellow sunshine cast long shadows, 
interspersed with a tender radiance; the cottages 
and house-places were still ; and peace brooded over 
hamlet and homestead, for the day*s work was done. 

The loth of July sank to lovely close, and through 
a blue dusk one window glimmered on the confines 
of the village. 

Toward it walked a man, and in his pocket he 
carried a little parcel. Once he hesitated, and 
seemed disposed to hurl his gift into the hedge and 
return whence he came. But he held on, and pre- 
sently reached the cottage door and knocked at it. 

" Might I come in an' have a tell, Mrs. Thorn ? " 
he asked in a deep voice. 

There was a moment of silence, then a fluttered 
uprising. 

" Yes, if you*m in a mind to, Mr. Lethbridge." 
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WHEN Farmer Yelland died, everybody in 
Postbridge village was sorry — for theirselves, 
but not for him, mind you. Because if ever a good . 
man went straight to glory 'twas Michael Yelland. 
He'd had his ups an' downs like the best an' worst 
of us ; but though the poor old gentleman weem't 
over-blessed in his wife, — nor yet his only son for that 
matter, — ^yet 'twas made up to him in a manner of 
speaking, for never a farm in Dartymoor did better. 
His things were always the first to be ready for 
market; his grass was always ready to cut a week 
ahead of his neighbours, an' he always had fine 
weather to cut it in ; while as for his corn an' roots 
— why, at the Agricultural Show to Ashburton, it 
comed to be a joke all over the countryside, for 
first prize always went to Yelland as a regular 
thing. The Lord looks after His own, you see, in 
His own partickler way. An' such a patient, large- 
hearted man as he was I When Sarah Yelland, his 
wife, was took off, after clacking nonsense for fifty 

year, us all thanked God in our hearts for her good 

171 



172 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

man. For 'tweern't a happy marriage, an' he'd had 
more to put up with unbekownst in his home circle 
than falls to the lot of many of us. But not an 
unkind word did he ever say either afore or after she 
died. Never would grumble about it, but kept his 
thoughts to hisself. I mind I met him in the church- 
yard six months after he'd buried his wife, an' he was 
smoking his old clay pipe an' seeing about a granite 
gravestone for the tomb. 

**So there her lies at peace," I said in my civil 
way. 

An' farmer takes his pipe out of Jiis mouth an' 
spits 'pon the grave, but not with any rude meaning. 

"Yes, John," he says to me. "There Sarah lies, 
poor old dear — at peace, I hope, I'm sure. Anyway, 
if she's so peaceful as I be since her's gone, she'll 
do very well." 1 

Two year after that he was in the pit beside hef, 
an' the space left 'pon the stone was filled up with 
his vartues. 

Then Nicholas Yelland — ^his son — a lad five-an'- 
twenty years old an' a bit cross in the grain — found 
hisself master at Cator Court, as the place was 
called. We shook our heads, for he was known to us 
as a chap pretty well spoilt by over-educating. Old 
Yelland had got his patience an' sense from the 
land, an' his wisdom an' sweetness of disposition out 
of no other book than the Bible; but his missis 
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had great notions for her one an' only child, an' she 
wanted more than the Bible could teach him ; which, 
in my judgement, is to cry out for better bread 
than can be made of wheat. Farmering weern't a 
grand enough trade for him, she thought; so she 
kept nagging an* nagging by day an' night, till, in 
self-defence, the old man sent his lad to Tavistock 
Grammar School — a very great seat of larning in 
them days, by all accounts. Yet what they didn't 
teach him was worth knowing too, for manners he 
never larned, nor yet his duty to his neighbour. He 
comed home at seventeen with some Latin, 'twas 
said, though 'twas only rumoured like, an' a very 
pretty way of reading the lessons to church on 
Sundays; but when he returned, the first thing as 
he told his faither was, " I be a Radical in politics 
^evermore, an' I ban't going to touch my hat again to 
nobody living. One man's so good as another." 

" So he be, Nick," said his faither. " An* a darned 
sight better, too, for that matter. The world will 
larn *e that, if nothing else. I'm sorry ever I sent 'e 
to school, if they've taught *e such tomfoolery there. 
But life will unlarn 'e, I hope. To touch your hat to 
your betters ban*t no sign of weakness in you, but 
a sign of sense. Lord Luscombe hisself . takes off 
his hat to the King, an* the King takes off his'n to 
God A*mighty. 'Tis the laws o' Nature," said farmer, 
"an' if you break the laws o' Nature, you'll damn 
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soon get broke yourself, as everybody finds out after 
they'm turned fifty, if not sooner." 

But Yelland died, as I tell *e, an* the young man 
corned to his own. With all his airs an' graces, he 
knowed when he was well off, an' of course followed 
his faither's footsteps an' stuck to the land, despite 
his mother's hopes, as planned an' prayed with her 
last breath for him to be a lawyer. Though why a 
lawyer should be a greater man than a farmer, you'd 
have to ax a lawyer to tell 'e. An' I won't say that 
Nicholas was a bad farmer. He'd got sense, though 
no broad-mindedness. The difference between him 
an' his faither was showed by a path^^field as ran 
through Cator Court lands and was very much used 
by folks coming up from Widecombe to Postbridge 
and the farms round about, because it saved foot- 
passengers a good mile of walking, an' it had been 
there time out of mind. But there weren't no right 
of way with it all the same, an' farmer he always 
used to shut it up one day a year to make good his 
claim in the eye of the law. He wouldn't have 
turned back the leastest little one he'd found on the 
field-path, for 'twas his pride an' pleasure always to 
make life easier for man, woman an' child when the 
chances offered. An' the boys had the filbert nuts 
an' the girls had the mushrooms; an' he never 
minded, bless you; he liked 'em to be there. 

Well, this here carmudgeon of a young Yelland 
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— first thing he done, out of pure sourness of dis- 
position, was to shut up the field-path an' stick up a 
lot o' scowling nonsense 'bout " trespassers would be 
prosecuted." So much for his radical ideas an' every- 
body being equal! But it's always that sort who 
talk loudest about the rights of men, be the sharpest 
about the rights of property. Belted Earls will throw 
open their beautiful parks, but you won't catch 
common men doing it. An' the boys knocked 
young Yelland's boards down with stones, an' 
broke his hedges; an' the Widecombe people, as 
didn't care a snap of the finger for the man, took 
their even Vay as usual. He spent half his time 
storming up an' down the great meadow in the farm- 
bottom, where Webbum river goes clattering to meet 
Dart ; but he only turned back women an' children, 
for he was a little chap — thin an' not overstrong — 
so men just told him to get out of their road, else 
they'd knock him upsy-edgeways into the hedge. 

But of course such a state of things couldn't last. 
There comed a terrible day when he turned back 
Mr. Matthew's wife — Matthew being the miller to 
Widecombe an' a churchwarden, an' a man of high 
renown in general. Then us had a proper tantara, 
an' Matthew he took the opinion of Lawyer Pearce, 
an' Pearce he had a tell with young Yelland, an' 
Parson Courtenay of Postbridge, he also done what 
he could; which was nought They nifght so well 
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have talked to a fuzz-bush as Nicholas. He stuck 
out his chin — he was a underhung toad, like a bull- 
dog — and he said that rights was rights an* land was 
land ; an' he turned on parson, like an adder, an' said: 
"If you'll open a footpath through your vegetable 
garden an' let all Postbridge walk up an' down it 
when your gooseberries be ripe, then I'll do the same 
with my meadow, an* not sooner.** 

But parson, whose heart was in gooseberries, said 
the cases weren't similar ; an' Nicholas held out they 
were. 

Matters was let sink for a bit after that, but the 
upshot made a story, an' people laugh yet when you 
tell *em about it 

You must know that young Yelland was court- 
ing just then, an' he'd got his hands so full with 
Mary Jane Arscott, the stone-breaker's darter, that 
for lack of leisure — nought else — he didn*t watch his 
path-field so sharp as usual. The storm died down 
a bit, an' by the time that the matter of Mary Jane 
had come to a head, things were fallen back into the 
old way. All the rude notice boards was knocked 
down — most of 'em had floated along the river ; an' 
the people went too an' fro on Yelland's path, just 
as if his faither was still alive. He'd only made a lot 
of enemies by his foolish conduct, an' that thought 
made him so grim as a ghost, an' poor company for 
every living soul. 
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Well, this Mary Jane was a very fine woman — 
rather on the big side for a girl of twenty-two ; but 
the small men always look for a large, helpful pattern 
of maiden, an' Nicholas was as much in love with 
her as he could be with any mortal she, despite her 
humble circumstances. Her liked him too, up to a 
certain point ; but 'twas the sort of fondness a maiden 
naturally gets for any young man who be very well- 
to-do, an' have a fine house an' land an' a prosperous 
business. 'Tis hard to make up your mind about 
such a man, specially if he'm a trifle undersized an' 
underhung, an' not generally well liked by the neigh- 
bours. But, for all that, Mary Jane Arscott kept his 
beautiful farm in her eye an' seed her way pretty 
clear, if it hadn't been for a young youth by the 
name of Benjamin Pearn. But for him no doubt 
she'd have said "yes" long ago — perhaps afore 
Nicholas had had time to get out his proposal of 
marriage, for she comed of very pauper stock, an' had 
never known comfort in her life. But this here Ben 
Pearn chanced to have just what t'other man lacked 
— a comely countenance an' a fine, manly frame to 
him. A blue-eyed, sandy-headed man — hard as nails 
an' fairly prosperous for a chap only turned four or 
five-an'-twenty. He was a shepherd in springtime ; 
an' looked after the common lands; an' he was 
verger of the church ; an' he kept bees ; an' he'd 
lend a hand at thatching or painting of sign-boards, 
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or harvesting, or any mortal thing. But his father 
had been a famous poacher, though of course I ban't 
bringing that up against the man. Yet, with all his 
cleverness, he was a fool when he failed in love, as a 
many afore him. 'Twas love for Mary Jane found 
out the soft spot in him, an' showed that he was a 
thought weak in his head, for all his business, an' 
could do an underhand deed, like anybody else in 
the same fix. For when we'm struck on a maid, if 
us can't see how to fight fair in it, us all fights foul 
without a blush. Which shows love ban't a Bible 
vartue, but just a savage strain in the blood, if you 
come to think of it Besides, you can't forget bis 
father was a poacher. 

Between these two men, Ben an' Nicholas, it rested, 
an' Mary Jane took her time to make up her mind. 
She was in love with Benjamin*s self an' Yelland's 
farm. That's how it stood. She didn't want to miss 
the farm, an' she didn't want to miss Benjamin ; but 
her couldn't have both ; an' her found it a bit difficult 
to make up her mind, though Lord He knows her 
faither an' mother done their best to make it up for 
her. They had an eye on the gert chimney-corners 
to Cator Court, no doubt. 

Then things happened that helped Mary Jane to 
decide. 

The rights of it got out long after, but what took 
place was this, for I heard it direct from Nicholas. 
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Whatever else he was, he was a truth-teller. One 
fine evening in late summer, when Yelland was 
walking down his field-path in a devil of a gale, 
because he found that folks had been breaking his 
hedge again for the hazel-nuts an' running all about 
the meadow after mushrooms, there comed by Ben 
Peam, an' hie marked the trouble an' spoke. 

" 'Tis a shame to see what you get for your good- 
ness in letting folks go up an' down your field-path, 
Mr. Yelland," he says. 

But Nick looked at him sideways, for he knowed 
Ben was his rival, an' didn't feel like trusting him a 
yard. 

"They wouldn't be here if I could help it. But 
seemingly I can't," he answered back. 

Ben nodded. 

"The law won't help 'e? 'Tis a crying shame; 
but if I was you, I'd help myself an' hang the 
law." 

" I've tried often enough, surely. I've done every 
mortal thing that I can think of. I wish to God us 
was allowed to use man-traps, like landowners did in 
the old time. But the law's got so weak as water 
nowadays. A man mayn't even shoot a burglar, 
they tell me. 'Twill be a penal offence next to ax 
a housebreaker to leave the family Bible behind 
him." 

"Well, there's man-traps an' man-traps. The 
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meadow be yours to do what you please with it, ban't 
it ? " says Ben, very artful like. 

" It did ought to be." 

" You can graze sheep in it ? " 

" Yes." 

" Or cattle ? " 

" Of course. What's that to do with the matter ? " 

"You might even let your great red Devon bull, 
as takes so many prizes an' have got such a douce 
an' all of a temper, run loose there, if you was minded 
to— eh?" 

"By Gor!" said Nick Yelland. "If that ban't 
an idea!" 

" I judge you wouldn't have no more trouble tnen, 
Nicholas. Better'n notice-boards. He'd work quicker, 
too. One sight of him would be enough for most 
people." 

" Thank you," said the farmer. " Thank you very 
much. You'm a quick-witted chap, for sartain, an' 
I'm greatly obliged to you. I'll turn him in this 
very evening, an* be damned to everybody." 

An' so he did, an' next day that gert bull was 
wallowing in a pool o' mud in the middle of the 
meadow an' wondering at his luck. 

An' when young Ben left Yelland he went straight 
down to see Mary Jane Arscott A crooked game 
he played, sure enough ! 

They had a bit of love-making by the river, for 
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she lived in a cot down that way; an' then Ben 
arranged to meet her next day an' go out upon 
Believer Tor an' pick whortleberries. But he never 
said no word touching his talk with Nicholas 
Yelland. 

Well, the girl started pretty early from her mother's 
cottage down the valley and came up as a matter 
of course over the path-field past Cator Court ; an' 
for that matter, Yelland had long since given her 
special permission to do so. Her was halfway across 
the great meadow, with nothing in her thoughts 
but mushrooms an' whortleberries an' Benjamin 
PeajTOy when there comed a sound very high-pitched 
an' tigly. It got louder an* deeper till she heard 
a proper bellow, an' there, right ahead, she seed 
Nick Yelland's great red Devon bull, a-pawing an' 
a-prancing as if he was trying to dance the sailor's 
hornpipe. If he'd been a thought farther off, no 
harm could have come, for the pathway ran nigh 
the hedge ; but as it was, Mary Jane had a narrow 
squeak, for she'd roamed a bit to pick mushrooms, 
an' when the old bull went for her, she'd got fifty 
yards to get to the hedge, an' he'd got a bit more 
than a hundred to catch her. He was in a good 
temper, I believe, an* never really tried to hurt her ; 
but what's a joke to a bull may be mighty serious 
earnest for a twelve-stone female. 

She dropped her basket an' ran for her life. She 
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weren't built for running, but nature will do a great 
deal, even for the roundest of us, in a pinch like 
this, an' for once her got over the ground in very 
fine fashion. She'd reached within ten yards of the 
hedge, when she heard a shout, an' a man came 
tearing along; but he was too late. Mary Jane 
went head first into the hazel hedge, screaming 
to the Everlasting to spare her; an' the bull's horn 
just gave her the ghost of a touch — enough to swear 
by after — as she went through, all ends up. She 
weren't really hurt, an' only took a chair a thought 
gingerly for a day or two ; but by God ! her temper 
didn't heal so easy, I promise you — not by 'ijo 
means ; an' presently, when the man as had shouted 
an' runned to help her took the poor maiden home, 
she let him know what she thought about the world 
in general an' Nicholas Yelland in particular, so soon 
as she had got wind enough to tell with. 

Of course the man was Benjamin Pearn. An' he 
knowed really that the path-field ran nigh the hedge, 
an' he'd been dead sure as Mary Jane would not get 
into no real danger. Besides, he had planned to be 
there in plenty of time, an' it wasn't till he actually 
seed Mary Jane flying an' the bull a-bellowing after 
her with his tail up an' his head down, that he 
knowed what he'd done. Then he rushed out from 
the hedge, where he was hid, an' thanked his stars 
in secret, for everything had happened just ezacally 
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as he wanted it to — though I don't suppose he 
ever wished for the maiden to have such a narrow 
shave. 

"To think!" gasped Mary Jane. "To think as 
I might be a lifeless jelly this moment but for my 
own legs! As 'tis, that gert beast's horn have 
horched me somewheres, an' I may die of it yet 
An' if you'm a man, Benjamin Pearn, you'll go an' 
get your gun an' shutt him." 

"God's goodness! you don't mean Mr. Yelland?" 
said Ben. 

; "No, I don't; you can leave him to me," the 
ttaiden answered ; " I won't have no living soul come 
petween me an' Nicholas Yelland now. He'll be 
sorry as he was born afore his dinner-time, if I've 
got a tongue in my head ; an' he shall have all Post- 
bridge hooting at him in the open street — an' Wide- 
combe too — come to-morrow. But 'tis your part to 
shutt thicky beastly bull wi' a gun ; an' if you love 
me, you'll do it. He shan't take no more prizes, if 
I can stop him." 

" As to shooting the bull, they'd put me in prison 
for it, — ^not that I'd mind that if you'd have me when 
I comed out," said Ben, very eager like. " But," he 
added as an after-thought, " the dashed luck of it is, 
I haven't got a gun." 

Her black eyes flashed an' her gipsy-dark face 
growed darker still. She still panted an' puffed a 
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bit But Ben confessed arter that she never looked 
so lovely afore or since as she did when he pulled 
her out of the brambles in the hedge an' comforted 
her. 

" You'd best to borrow a gun then/* she told him. 
" Anyway, I won't marry you while that bull's alive ; 
an' if you was a man, you'd never sleep again till 
you'd put a bullet through it." 

Same afternoon she went up with her mother to 
Cator Court an' gave Nicholas Yelland the whole 
law an' the prophets, by all accounts. I seem his 
ears must have tingled to hear her; but he was a 
pretty cool hand ; an' when she'd talked herself out 
of breath an' failed back on torrents an' oceans 
of tears ; an' when her mother had also said what 
she comed to say, which was mere tinkling brass 
after Mary Jane, Nick popped in a word or two 
edgeways. 

" If you'll be so very kind as to hold your noise 
a minute, — the pair of you, — I'll tell you how the bull 
got in the field," he said. " 'T wasn't my idea at all. 
Ben Pearn put me up to it. So you've got to thank 
him, not me. I didn't know as you was coming that 
way to-day, God's my Judge, or Fd have been at the 
stile to meet you an' see you over the meadow safe ; 
but Pearn knowed you was coming, an' any fool can 
see that he wanted to kill you." 

" He axed me to come," said Mary Jane. 
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" Did he ? Then 'tis him you've got to thank, not 
me. 'Tis only by the mercy of Heaven he ban't a 
murderer." 

"You'd better look after him, then," said Mary 
Jane, thoughtful like, "for I've told un to kill your 
bull." 

" Let un," answered Nicholas, very cunning. " I've 
a good mind to shoot the old devil myself for daring 
to run after you." 

Then Mrs. Arscott struck the iron while it was 
hot, an' afore she left that farm parlour, Mary Jane 
had named the day ! 

'Twas rather a funny case of a chap overreaching 
himself in a love affair. You see, Ben Pearn was so 
blessed soft-headed, that he couldn*t look on to the 
end of the game like any cleverer man might He 
said to his silly self, " I'll make her hate the chap, so 
she'd like to scratch his eyes out"; but he never 
seed that the end must be differ'nt ; he never remem- 
bered that Nicholas Yelland had a tongue in his 
head same as other people. 

So Ben was sent off with a flea in his ear, an' the 
world laughed at him, an' he changed his opinion 
about marriage an' growed to be a hard an' fast 
bachelor, an' a very great lover of saving money. 
But as for Mary Jane, she did her husband a power 
of good an' enlarged his mind every way. An' when 
they got a family, young Yelland's nature comed 
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very well through the usual ups an' downs of life. 
He fancied hisself less, an' thought of his little people 
an' his good lady first, an' growed a bit more like his 
faither before him. Not, of course, that he was the 
man his faither was. But what chap ever be, for 
that matter ? I never see none. 
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THERE is a desolation that no natural scene has 
power to invoke. The labour of Nature's 
thousand forces upon earth's face may awaken awe 
before their enduring record, but can conjure no 
sense of sorrow ; for high mountains, huge waste 
places and rivers calling shall make us feel small 
enough, not sad ; but cast into the vast theatre some 
stone that marks a man's grave, some ruined aborigi- 
nal hut or roofless cottage, some hypaethral meeting- 
place or arena of deserted human activity, and 
emotions rise to accentuate the scene. Henceforth 
the desert is peopled with ghosts of men and women ; 
and their hopes and ambitions, their triumphs and 
griefs glimmer out of dream pictures and tune the 
beholder to a sentiment of moumfulness. 

Such a scene on a scale unusually spacious may 
be found in the central waste of Dartmoor, nigh 
Postbridge. Here, where marshes stretch, all ribbed 
with black peat cuttings, between the arms of Dart, 
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where Higher White Tor rises northward and the 
jagged summits of lesser peaks slope southerly to 
Crockern, there lies a strange congeries of modern 
buildings rotting into dust and rust at the song of a 
stream. Even the lonely groves that shield these 
ruins are similarly passing to decay ; but many trees 
still flourish there, and under the shadows of them, 
or upon the banks of the Cherry-brook that winds in 
the midst and babbles its way to the mother-river, 
stand scattered remains of a considerable factory. 
Now only a snipe drums or a plover mews plaintively, 
where some short years ago was great hum and stir 
of business and a colony of men engaged upon most 
dangerous toil. Rows of whitewashed buildings still 
peep from the dark grove or stud those undulating 
hillocks that tend moorward beyond it. Tall grey 
chimneys rise here and there, and between certain 
shattered buildings, linking the same together, great 
water-wheels appear. These from their deep abodes 
thrust forth shattered spokes and crooked limbs and 
claws. They slumber half in gloom, like fossil 
monsters partially revealed. From their dilapidated 
jaws there glitters the slime of unclean creatures; 
moss hides the masses of their putrefied bones ; huge 
liverworts clothe their decay, and hart's-tongue ferns 
loll from their cracks and clefts, and thrive in the 
eternal twilight beneath them. Once twin pairs of 
grinders turned here, and the last aspect of these is 
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even more uncouth than that of the water-wheels 
that drove them. Their roofs are blown away and 
the rollers beneath are cased in rust and moss. 
Willows and grasses and the flowers of the waste 
flourish above their ruins ; broom, dock, rush, choke 
the old water-courses ; crowfoot mantles the stagnant 
pools that remain : and all is chaos, wreck and 
collapse. For here spreads the scene of a human 
failure, the grave of an unsuccessful enterprise. Its 
secret may still be read in dank strips of old procla- 
mations hanging upon notice-boards within the 
ruins, and telling that men made gunpowder here ; 
but those precautions necessary to establish the 
factory upon a site remote from any populous 
district, indirectly achieved its ruin, for profits were 
swallowed by the cost of carriage from a situation so 
inaccessible. 

At gloaming of an autumn day one living thing 
only moved amid the old powder-mills, and he felt 
no emotion in presence of that scene, for it was the 
playground of his life ; his eyes had opened within a 
few score yards of it Young David Daccombe knew 
every hole and corner of the various workshops, and 
had his own diflerent goblin names for the quaint 
tools still lumbering many a rotting floor, and the 
massive machinery, left as not worth cost of removal. 
Mystery lurked in countless dark recesses, and Davey 
had made secret discoveries too and was lord of 
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tremendous, treasured wonders hidden within the 
labyrinths of these crumbling mills. 

But at this moment all things were forgotten before 
a supreme and new experience. The boy had just 
caught his first trout, and a little fingerling fish now 
flapped and gasped out its life under his admiring 
eyes. Davey was a plain child, with a narrow brow 
and hard mouth. Now he smelt the trout, patted it, 
chuckled over his capture, then casting down an osier 
rod, with its hook and a disgorged worm halfway up 
the gut, he prepared to rush home and display his 
triumph to his mother. As he climbed up from the 
stream and reached a little bridge that crossed it, his 
small face puckered into a fear, for he heard himself 
called harshly, knew the voice and felt little love for 
the speaker. 

Out of the deepening gloom under the fir trees a 
young man appeared with a gun under his arm. 

" Be that you, Davey, an* did I see a rod ? If so, 
ril break it in pieces, I warn 'e. Fishin' season ended 
last Saturday, an* here's the keeper's awn brother 
poachin*. A nice thing ! " 

" Oh, Dick ! I've catched one ! First ever I really 
catched. Won't mother be brave an' glad to eat 'un ? 
Ban't very big, but a real trout. I be just takin' it 
home-along." 

" You'll do no such thing, you little rascal. Give 
it to me this instant moment, or else I'll make you." 




CROSS WAYS 191 

Richard Daccombe approached and towered over 
his brother. It was easy to see that they were near 
of kin. 

"Please, Dick — ^just this wance — 'tis awnly a li'l 
tiny feesh — first ever I took, too. An' I swear I'll 
not feesh no more — honour bright. Please — for 
mother never won't believe I ackshually catched one 
if her doan't see it." 

" Give it to me, or I'll take it, I tell you, you dirty 
little thief." 

Davey's lip went down. "'Tis a damn, cruel 
shame. You'm always against me. I wish you 
was dead, I do. I never knawed no chap in all my 
days what have got such a beast of a brother as I 
have." 

" Give up that feesh, else I'll throw you in the river, 
you lazy li'l good-for-nought" 

" You'm a gert bully," began the boy ; then he fell 
upon a happy thought, and braced himself to sacri- 
fice his most treasured secret. To let it go into his 
brother's keeping was bad, but anything seemed 
better than that his first trout should be lost to 
him. 

" Look 'e here, Richard," he said, " will 'e let me 
keep this feesh if I tell 'e something terrible coorious 
'bout these auld mills > " 

The keeper laughed sourly. "A lot more you'm 
likely to knaw 'bout 'em than I do ! " 
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" Ess fay, I do. Tis a wonnerful secret as I found 
out all to myself, an' never yet told to a single soul. 
It comes in my games — my Robinson Crusoe game ; 
but I never play that wi' any other chap— not even 
they boys from Postbridge. I be the only living soul 
as knaws ; an* Til tell you if you'll let me keep my- 
feesh." 

" What's this 'mazin' secret, then ? " 

" You'll swear ? " 

" Ess, if the thing be any good," 

" Good ! I should just reckon 'twas good. Come 
an' see for yourself— I was awful 'feared at first 
Now I doan't care nothin', an' many a time I've 
took a gert handful an' lighted it, an' seen it go off 
*pouf'!" 

He led the way to a low building with a dull red 
roof. It was windowless, but had a door that swung 
at the will of the wind. This erection was lined in- 
side with matchboarding, and it contained a board 
of regulations that prohibited all metal within the 
shed. Even a nail in a boot was unlawful. 

"'Tis Case House No. 4 — used once for storing 
powder," said Richard Daccombe ; " that's a pile of 
sulphur in the comer." 

" Ess, but theer's morn'ri you can see, Dick. Look 
here. Another floor lies under this, though nobody 
minded that, I reckon, else they'd have took what's 
theer." 
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Davey moved two boards, and beneath them — dry 
and sound as when there deposited — he revealed 
some tons of black blasting powder. His brother 
started, swore in sudden concern, hastened from the 
building, and, taking his pipe out of his mouth, care- 
fully extinguished it. Then he returned and accosted 
Davey. 

*'Why didn't you tell me about this before, you 
little fool?" 

" Why for should I ? 'Twas my gert secret. But 
you'll not let it out, will you, Dick ? If chaps comed 
to hear, they'd steal every atom." 

This Richard knew very well. 

"Til be dumb, and mind that you are," he. said. 
"And no more playing games with gunpowder. 
You might have blowed the whole countryside to 
glory. Keep away in future. If I catch you within 
a hundred yards of this place, I'll lather you." 

"Finding be keeping," answered Davey, indig- 
nantly. 

"Perhaps 'tis; an' might be right. You've heard 
me. That powder's mine henceforth." 

Davey knew his brother pretty well, but such in- 
justice made him gasp. His small brains worked 
quickly, and remembering that Richard's business on 
the rabbit warren took him far from the powder-mills, 
the boy held his peace. 

This silence, however, angered the bully more than 
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words. They moved homeward together, and the 
elder spoke again. 

"Now you can just fork out that trout, and be 
quick about it." 

" You promised on your honour ! " cried Davey, 

** Promises doan't hold wi' poachers." 

They were walking from the valley to their home ; 
and the younger, seeing the farm-house door not two 
hundred yards distant, made a sudden bolt in hope 
to reach his mother and safety before Dick could 
overtake him. But he was soon caught and violently 
flung to the ground. 

" Would you, you whelp ? " 

A blow upon the side of the head dazed the child, 
and before he could recover or resist, his brother had 
thrust a rough hand into Davey's pocket, drs^ged 
therefrom the little trout, and stamped it to pulp 
under his heel. 

"There — now you go home-along in front of me, 
you young dog. Til teach you ! " 

The boy stood up, muddy, dishevelled, shaking 
with rage. His eyes shone redly in the setting sun- 
light ; he clenched his little fists, and his frame 
shook. 

"Wait !" he said slowly, with passion strong enough 
for the moment to arrest his tears. " Wait till I be 
grawed up. Then 'twill be my turn, an* Til do 'e all the 
ill ever I can, You*m a cowardly, cruel devil to me 
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always, an' I swear Til pay you back first instant I be 
strong enough to do it ! ** 

" Get in the house *an shut your rabbit-mouth, or 
ril give 'e something to swear for," answered the 
keeper. 

Then his great loss settled heavily upon Davey's 
soul, and he wept and went home to his mother. 

II 

Richard Daccombe visited the little bridge over 
Cherry-brook yet again after his supper; and in a 
different mood, beside a different companion, he sat 
upon the granite parapet Darkness, fretted with 
white moonlight, was under the fir trees; the Moor 
stretched dimly to the hills in one wan' featureless 
waste ; an owl cried from the wood, and one shattered 
chimney towered ghostly grey over the desolation. 
Quaint black ruins, like humped-backed giants, 
dotted the immediate distance, and the river twinkled 
and murmured under the moon, while Dick's pipe 
glowed, and a girl's voice sounded at his elbow. 

" Sweetheart," she said, " why be you so hard with 
Davey ? " 

"Leave that, Jane," he answered. "'Tis mother 
has been at you — as if I didn't know. Little twoad's 
all the better for licking." 

" He's so small, and you'm so big. He do hate 
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you cruel, an' your mother^s sore driven between 
you." 

*' Mother's soft The child would grow up a dolt 
if 'twasn't for me." 

" Yet you had no brother to wallop you, Dick." 

"Faither was there, wasn't he? I call to mind 
his heavy hand, and always shall. But if you mean 
I be a dolt, say it" 

*^Us all knaw you'm cleverest man this side of 
Plymouth." 

" Drop it, then, an* tell of something different" 

Jane Stanberry did as she was bid : her arms went 
round Dick's neck, and her lips were pressed against 
his face. To the girl he represented her greatest 
experience. Orphaned as. a tender child, she had 
come to Cross Ways farm, in the lonely valley of 
the powder-mills, and there dwelt henceforth with 
her mother's kinswoman, Mary Daccombe. 

The establishment was small, and a larger com- 
pany had not found means to subsist upon the 
hungry new-takes and scanty pasture-lands of Cross 
Ways. Jonathan Daccombe and his wife, with two 
hinds, here pursued the hard business of living. 
Richard was in private service as keeper of White 
Tor rabbit warren, distant a few miles from his 
home; and he divided his time between the farm 
and a little hut of a single chamber, perched in the 
lonely scene of his labour. Of other children the 
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Daccombes had none living save Davey, though two 
daughters and another son had entered into life at 
Cross Ways, pined through brief years there, and so 
departed. The churchyard, as Jonathan Daccombe 
frankly declared, had been a good friend to him. 

Jane was a deep-breasted, rough-haired girl of 
eighteen. She possessed pale blue eyes, a general 
large-featured comeliness, and a nature that took 
life without complaining ; and she held herself much 
blessed in the affection of her cousin Richard. Talk 
of marriage for them was in the air, but it depended 
upon an increase of wages for Dick, and his master 
seemed little disposed to generosity. 

The bridge by night was a favourite meeting 
and parting place for the lovers, because young 
Daccombe's work in late autumn took him much upon 
the Moor after dark. The time of trapping was 
come, and his copper wires glimmered by the hundred 
along those faintly marked rabbit runs, familiar to 
experienced eyes alone. These he tended from dusk 
till dawn, and slept between the intervals of his 
labour within the little hut already mentioned. 

A topic more entertaining than the child Davey 
now arose; and Jane, whose spirit was romantic, 
with a sort of romance not bred of her wild home, 
speculated upon an approaching event that promised 
some escape from the daily monotony of life at Cross 
Ways. 
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" To-morrow he'll actually come," she said. " Tve 
put the finishing touches to his room to-day. What 
will he be like, Dick ? " 

" I mind the chap a few years back-along playing 
football to Tavistock. A well-set-up youth, 'bout 
my size, or maybe bigger in the bone. An' he could 
play football, no doubt. In fact, a great hand at 
sporting of all sorts ; but work — not likely ! Why 
for should he? He'll have oceans of money when 
his faither dies." 

" Your mother reckons 'tis all moonshine 'bout his 
coming to Cross Ways to learn farming. She says 
that he'm sent here to keep him out of mischief — 
for same reason as powder-mills was set here. He'll 
ride about, an' hunt, an' shoot, for sartain. But he 
won't never take sensible to work — ^so your mother 
reckons." 

" Maybe he won't ; but faither be going to get two 
pound a week by him ; so what he does ban't no 
great odds, so long as he bides." 

** Would you call him a gen'leman ? " 

" Gentle is as gentle does. Us shall see." 

" Wi' book-larnin', no doubt ? " 

"Little enough, I fancy. Nought but a fool goes 
farmin' in these days." 

"Yet 'tis our hope, I'm sure," objected Jane. 
"Please God, Dick, us will be able to take a little 
farm down in the country some day — won't us ? " 
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" In the country — yes ; but not *pon this wilder- 



ness." 



There was silence between them again, while the 
owl hooted and the river scattered silver in the rushes 
and babbled against the granite bridge. 

" Wonder what colour the chap's eyes be, Dick ? " 

" They'll be black if I hear much more about him/* 
he answered shortly. " For I'll darken both first day 
he comes here — just to show how we stand." 

" You're jealous afore you've seed him ! " 

" An' you're a blamed sight too hungry to see him. 
Best drop him. He won't be nought to you, I s'pose?" 

"How can you be so sharp, Dick? Ban't it 
natural a gal what leads such a wisht life as me 
should think twice of a new face — an* a gen'leman 
too ? " 

"Anthony Maybridge have got one enemy afore 
he shows his nose here ; and you're to thank for it." 

Jane laughed. "Then I know what to expect 
when we'm married, I s'pose. But no call for you to 
be afeared ! If he was so butivul as Angel Gabriel 
he'd be nought to me. Kiss me same as I kissed you 
just now." 

But Dick was troubled. His clay pipe also drew 
ill, and he dashed it into the water. " Damn kissing ! " 
he said ; "I'm sick of it. Get home, an' let me go to 
work." 

"The young man will like you better than me. 
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when airs said, dear heart ; for you'll give him best 
sport of anybody in these parts." 

He grunted, and left her without more words; 
while she, familiar with his sulky moods, showed no 
particular regret. To the hills he strode away, and 
the misty marshes swallowed up sight of him, while 
he threaded his road through the bogs, climbed great 
stony slopes under the hilltop, and reached his warren. 
But bad fortune stuck close to Richard that night, 
for of two fine rabbits snared since sundown, nothing 
remained but the heads. 

Foxes, however, are sacred upon Dartmoor, even 
in the warrens ; though, if evil language could have 
hurt them, it must have gone ill with a vixen and five 
brave cubs, whose home was hard by in the granite 
bosom of White Tor. 

Ill 

Anthony Maybridge arrived at Cross Ways, and 
amongst the various items of his luggage he was 
only concerned for his guncase. Mrs. Daccombe 
greeted the youth with old-time courtesy, and her 
husband soon perceived that the newcomer would be 
a pupil in little more than name. Anthony, indeed, 
made an energetic start, and for the space of a full 
week resolutely dogged the farmer's footsteps; but 
his enterprise sprang from a whim rather than a fixed 
enthusiasm. On the spur of the moment, before 
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various alternatives, he had decided upon farming; 
but the impulse toward that life waned, and in a 
month the lad found Richard Daccombe's society 
much more congenial than that of his taciturn parent. 
Good store of snipe and plover were now upon the 
Moor, and they drew young Maybridge more surely 
than the business of manuring hay lands or getting 
in the mangel-wurzel crop. With Dick, indeed, he 
struck into close fellowship, founded on the basis of 
the gun ; and with Jane Stanberry he also became 
more friendly than anybody but herself was aware 
Socially, Maybridge stood separated from his host by 
the accident of success alone. Daccombe and 
Anthony's father were old acquaintance, and the 
latter, a prosperous nurseryman at Tavistock, some- 
times fell in with his friend when the hounds met at 
the powder-mills. 

The boy found Jane sympathetic, and being pos- 
sessed of a warm heart but little sense, he soon 
revealed to her the true cause of his present life and 
temporary banishment from home. 

** If you can believe it," he said, when she met him 
returning from a day with the snipe in the bogs, — " if 
you can believe it, I shall be surprised. I always 
thought a man ought to look up to women as the 
soul of truth and all that. I was engaged — secretly ; 
and there was another chap I hardly knew by sight 
even ; and that girl was playing with me — like you 
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play with a hooked fish; the only difference being 
she didn't want to land me. In fact, I was the bait, 
if you understand such a blackguard thing, and* she 
fished with me and caught the other chap. I could 
mention names, but what's the use?" 

"How horrid!" said Jane. "I'm sure I'd very 
much rather not know who 'twas." 

" Well, anyway the other chap took the bait And 
the moment she got him she threw me over. After 
we were engaged^ mind you ! And the rum thing is, 
looking at it from a mere worldly point of view, that 
I shall be worth tons more money than that chap 
ever will be." 

" She didn't really care about you, then ? " 

''I suppose not, though I would have taken my 
dying oath she did. And after the frightful blow of 
being chucked, I tried to hide the effect, but couldn't, 
owing to going right off my feed — especially break- 
fasts. My mother spotted that, and taxed me with 
being ill — a thing I never have been in my life. So I 
had to confess to her what a frightful trial I'd been 
through, and she told the governor." 

** I'm sure they must have been very sad about it, 
for your sake." 

" Not half as much as you would have thought ; 
though many chaps have been utterly smashed up 
body and soul and gone into a consumption of the 
lungs for less. But it came as a bit of a shock to my 
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people, because, you see, I'd never mentioned it, and 
— well, the girl was in a tobacconist's shop, and my 
governor hates tobacco ; which made it worse, though 
very unfair it should. Anyway it shows what girls 
are." 

" And shows what fathers are, seemingly." 

" Yes ; though how my governor, whose grand- 
father himself went out working in other people's 
gardens, could object to a girl who had pluck enough 
to earn her own living, I don't know. I had a furi- 
ous row about it, until he pointed out that, as she had 
chucked me, it was not much good quarrelling with 
him about her. Which was true. Nobody but you 
has really understood what a knock-down thing it 
was. I'm an atheist now — simply owing to that 
woman ; I don't believe in a single thing. I said all 
girls were the same till I met you. Still, I feel as 
bitter as a lemon when I think much about it. But 
you're different, I can see that." 

" You'll feel happier come presently." 

" I am happier already — in a way, because I find 
all women are not like that. You and Mrs. Dac- 
combe have done me a lot of good, especially you." 

" Sure I be gay and proud to think so," said Jane. 

"To promise and then change! Why, it's con- 
trary to human nature, I should think," declared the 
ingenuous Anthony. But Jane Stanberry did not 
reply ; she had reached a point in her own experi- 
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ence of life that indicated the possibility of such a 
circumstance. 

Young Maybridge was pleasant to see, and, as 
cynical chance would have it, his gifts, both physical 
and mental, were of a sort to shine conspicuous from 
the only contrast at hand. Dick Daccombe had a 
face of true Celtic cast, that might have been hand- 
some, but was spoiled by an expression generally 
surly and always mean. His character became more 
distrustful and aggressive as he grew older, and the 
suspicious nature of him looked specially ill before 
Anthony's frankness and simplicity. The latter was 
fair, with open, Saxon type of countenance. His 
good temper overcame all Richard's jealousy from 
the first, but the keeper envied Anthony's extra 
inch and a half of height and greater weight of 
shoulder, though he himself was the closer knit of 
the two. 

For a period of weeks all went well between the 
young men, and their increasing intimacy argued ill 
for Anthony's progress toward practical knowledge 
in agriculture. This Jonathan Daccombe under- 
stood, but held it no concern of his. It happened 
that the farmer came home one day just in time to 
see his son and his pupil departing from Cross Ways 
together. An expression of contempt touched with 
slight amusement lighted his grey face, and he turned 
to Jane Stanberry, who stood at the door. 
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"Like the seed 'pon stony ground," he said. 
" Corned up wi* a fine blade an* full o' nature, then 
withered away, 'cause there wasn't no good holding 
stuff behind. A farmer! However, there's no call 
he should be. He'm here to learn to forget, not to 
farm." 

" He is forgetting so fast as he can," declared the 
girl. "He's got nought to say nowadays 'bout the 
wickedness of women and such-like ; an' he went to 
church wi' mother an* me 'essterday to Postbridge, 
an' singed the psalms an' hymns wi' a fine appetite, 
I'm sure. His voice be so deep as a cow when he 
uplifts it." 

" I reckon he'm getting over his trouble too quiet 
for my liking," answered Mr. Daccombe. " My bird 
will be off some fine mornin' when shooting be over, 
and theer's nought more for him to kill." 

Meantime, while Jane spoke with admiration of 
Anthony's good qualities, and Mrs. Daccombe heard 
her indignantly, young Maybridge himself was 
similarly angering another member of the Daccombe 
family. Now he stood with Dick upon the lofty 
crown of Higher White Tor, and watched a flock of 
golden plover newly come to their winter quarters 
from some northern home. They flew and cried at a 
great height above the marshes, wheeled and warped 
in the clear blue of a December sky; and when 
simultaneously they turned, there was a flash as of a 
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hundred little stars, where the sunlight touched the 
plumage of their breasts and underwings. But they 
were bound for a region beyond the range of the sports- 
men who watched them ; soon, indeed, the birds 
dwindled into dots, that made a great > upon the 
sky ; and as they flew, they constantly renewed that 
figure. 

" Pity," said Anthony. " Off to the middle of the 
Moor. Haven't got a shot at a golden plover yet. 
Miss Jane's favourite bird, too, so she says." 

" No call for you to trouble about that. If she eats 
all I've shot for her, she'll do very well." 

" You're a lucky devil, Dick." 

" That's as may be." 

" Always the way with chaps like you, who never 
had anything to do but ask and get *yes' for an 
answer. You don't know when you're well off in 
these parts." 

Richard laughed without much merriment. 

" There's so good fish in the sea as ever come out 
of it," he said. " I'd not break my heart for any girl." 

"A chap in love to say such a cold-blooded thing!" 

" We're not all froth and splutter, like you." 

"Nor yet ice, like you, I should hope. You're 
engaged to the prettiest girl I've ever seen in my life, 
and the best ; and you take it as if it was your right 
instead of your frightfully good luck. It's only be- 
cause you don't know the world that you are so 
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infernally complacent about her, Richard. If you 
knew all that I do *' 

The other sneered in a tone of levity. " A wonner- 
ful lady's man you — by all accounts! But don't 
think Fm afeared of you. Might have been jealous 
afore you corned — not since." 

Anthony grew red as the dead asphodel foliage 
under his feet in the bogs. 

" That* s as much as to say Fm a fool." 

" Why so ? It's as much as to say you're honest — 
that's all." 

"That wasn't what you meant when you spoke. 
You were laughing because you know you are sharper 
than I am. You may be, but you're not sharp enough 
to know your luck. You've told me pretty plainly 
what I am ; now I'll tell you what you are — a good 
shot and a good sportsman all round, but no other 
good that I can see. You think a jolly sight too 
much of yourself to make a good husband, anyway. 
If Jane realised " 

*'Mind your awn business!" thundered out the 
other, " and keep her name off your tongue hence- 
forward. D'you think I doan't know her a million 
times better than you do? D'you think us wants 
lessons from you after all these years, you *' 

" I can make you angry, then, though I am a born 
fool ? " 

" Yes, you can ; an you damn soon will if you'm 
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not more careful of your speech. I doan't want to 
take law in my own hands an' give you a thrash- 
ing; but that'll I do if you touch this matter again. 
Who are you, to tell me my duty to my maiden ? " 

"As to what you'll do or won't do," answered 
Maybridge, growing very rosy again, "there's two 
sides to that I'd have asked you to box weeks ago, 
only I'm taller and heavier, and I thought you would 
think it unsportsmanlike. But now — when you 
please. As for Miss Jane, I shall speak to her, and 
see her, and go to church with her just as often as 
she'll let me, without asking leave from you or any- 
body. So now you know." 

Anthony swung off over the Moor, and Richard, 
pursuing the way to his hut on the shoulder of the 
tor, let the other depart unanswered. This sudden 
and unexpected breach rather pleased the keeper. 
He had always held Anthony to be a fool, and the 
fact seemed now proved beyond further dispute. It 
was not until he had lived through the loneliness of 
a long day and night upon the warren that the young 
man viewed his situation differently. Then three 
harpies — wrath, resentment and a natural jealously — 
sprang full-fledged into being, and drove him home 
before them. 

As for Maybridge, smarting under a sense of in- 
sult and a worse sense that he deserved it, the young 
man strove to excuse himself to his conscience. He 
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assured himself many times that Richard Daccombe 
was unworthy of Jane Stanberry in every possible 
respect. And there came a day when he told her 
that he thought so. 

IV 

Mary Daccombe was wont to reserve the problems 
of the working day until nightfall ; and her husband 
solved them as best he could during those brief 
minutes that intervened between the extinction of 
the candle and his first snore. An honest but unsen- 
timental man, love for his offspring had never particu- 
larly marked his mind. He was contented that his 
sons should quarrel, and that Dick should thrash 
Davey when he felt so disposed, for it saved him the 
trouble. He held that each did the other good, and 
he had neither pity nor particular regard to spare for 
either. 

This cheerless fact now appeared, for on a night 
soon after Christmas, Mrs. Daccombe approached her 
husband upon a matter of sentiment, and won colder 
comfort from him than she expected. He gave her 
an obvious opportunity to approach the subject, 
otherwise it is doubtful whether she would have had 
the courage to do so. That day, to the farmer's 
astonishment and gratification, Anthony Maybridge 
had come back from a brief Christmas vacation. The 
holiday extended over a fortnight, and Daccombe 
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fully believed that he had seen the last of his pupil ; 
but Anthony returned, declared a renewed interest in 
matters agricultural, and gave the farmer to under- 
stand that he should continue to reside at Cross Ways 
for the present. 

Now Jonathan laughed as he stretched himself on 
his bed; he laughed, and wondered what had brought 
young Maybridge again to the Moor. Whereupon 
his wife read him the riddle. 

" Not you, nor yet the work, nor yet the shooting," 
she said. " 'Tis right as you should know, however, 
for trouble's brewing, if I can see, an' 'tis our awn 
son will smart for it." 

" Us have all got to smart off an* on, though how 
that moon-calf of a boy be going to hurt Dick or 
Davey, I can't tell." 

" Not Davey, though 'twas him as found it out, I 
reckon. Davey be venomous against his brother — 
always was, worse luck. Dick rubs it into the bwoy, 
and his brother hurts him with bitter mouth-speech 
when he can. 'Tis this way : that young gen'leman 
be getting a deal too fond of Jane Stanberry by the 
looks of it. That's what he's comed back for, I 
reckon. Davey spat it out essterday when Dick 
clouted his head. Her wasn't theer, so the boy up 
an' said as Dick's temper would weary the Dowl, an' 
that Jane was looking away from him to a better. 
Lucky I was by, else Dick would have done the li'l 
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un a mischief. He growed thunder-black, yet I 
could see by his wrath be knowed the tale were more 
than Davey's spite." 

" Them two takes after your family, mother, an* no 
mistake. Yet I hope they won't turn gaol-bird*, or 
else weak in their intellects/' 

The woman felt the tears in her weary eyes. She 
wiped them away, and turned in bed. 

" They*m as God made 'em, master ; please Him 
they'll be better friends come Davey grows up. But 
what must us do ? ** 

" Do ? Nought." 

"Surely youVe got your son's good at heart? 
Think what 'tis for Dick to see that wicked girl 
coolin', coolin', by inches. Gall for him, poor dear." 

But the man only laughed sleepily. "Strongest 
wins in this world. If Richard ban't stout enough 
to keep his woman by his own arts, us can't help 
him." 

" You might send this young chap 'bout his busi- 
ness." 

"An* fling away two pound a week? No, fay! 
Girls is easier picked up than two pound a week. 
Let Dick do what's in him. He ban't 'feared of that 
slack-twisted, yellow-haired chap, be he? Let him 
show the maiden which is the better man, an' not 
come bleating to his mother, like a hungry lamb to a 
ewe." 



A 
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" He never corned hisself." 

" Well, what's to hinder him from using his fistes ? 
Nought brings a man down in a girl's eyes like a 
good hiding. Let 'em settle it same way as the 
tomcats do." 

" I do b'lieve your heart be made o' moor stone." 

" Good job if 'twas. Ban't no use being built o' 
putty, nor yet o' pity, 'pon Dartymoor. Now shut 
your clack, an' let me gp to sleep." 

The woman sighed, and closed her eyes. 

" rU tell Dick what you say. Good night, master." 



Anthony Maybridge had in truth discovered that 
everything depends upon the point of view. What 
was a deed past understanding in one woman, 
appeared to him quite defensible for another. He 
had grown into a very steady admiration of Jane 
Stanberry, and he told himself that her attachment 
to the warrener was a serious error. This he firmly 
believed, apart from the other question of his per- 
sonal regard for Jane. He discussed the matter with 
a grand impartiality, and felt confident that her 
future must be ruined if shared with such a surly and 
cross-grained churl as Richard Daccombe. 

Presently he expressed the same fear to Jane 
herself, and she was much astonished to find no great 
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indignation flame up in her mind before such a pro- 
position. She confessed the thought had occurred to 
her, and asked Anthony how it could have struck him 
also. Whereupon he declared that his suspicion was 
awakened solely from disinterested regard for her 
welfare and future happiness. In brief, a situation 
stale enough developed, with that brisk growth to be 
observed in all similar complications when they are 
exhibited by primitive natures. Such seeds grow in 
virgin and uncultured hearts with a rapidity not 
manifest where the subjects are sophisticated and 
bound about with the etiquette of their order. 

Jane Stanberry observed the radical differences 
between these men ; she found Dick's cloudy spirit 
and gloomy nature grow daily darker by contrast 
with the generous and sanguine temperament of 
Anthony. Indeed, Richard did grow more morose, 
as was to be expected, while he watched such a play 
develop and apparently stood powerless as any other 
spectator to change the plot of it. 

But at last his sense of wrong pricked passion, and 
he stirred himself. Most firmly he believed all fault 
lay with Maybridge* alone, and he attributed to that 
youth a guile and subtlety quite beyond his real 
powers of mind. Dick accused his rival of having 
seduced the love of Jane against her inner will — a 
thing obviously not possible; and upon that judge- 
ment he prepared to act. 
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For her part, the girl let conscience sting until the 
stab grew dull and failed to disturb her comfort 
Each exhibition of ferocity from Richard lessened 
her uneasiness, and justified her in her own eyes. 
She plotted to meet the other man in secret; yet 
still she played a double part, and outwardly pre- 
tended that Dick was all in all to her. 

So stood things when Mary Daccombe spoke to 
her son ; and his father's advice seemed good to the 
man, and chimed very harmoniously with personal 
desire, for he had reached a point where he itched to 
bruise and batter his adversary. Chance helped him 
in his ambition, and a discovery fired him to instant 
force of arms. 

Returning home from the Moor upon a night when 
it was supposed that he meant to stop in his hut on 
the warren, Richard came through the ruins, and was 
astonished to see a light glimmering from the silent 
desolation. It had grown late on a cold, moonlit 
night in late January, and nothing could have been 
more unexpected than the presence of any human 
being in the old powder-mills at such a time. 
Supposing that he had surprised his brother Davey, 
Dick crept silently to the spot, and presently dis- 
covered that the brightness gleamed in two bars set 
at a right angle, and flashed from behind the door of 
a ruin. The place was windowless, but the ill-fitting 
entrance revealed a flame within. Richard recognised 
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the building as Case House No. 4, and at once 
associated the intruder with his brother. Even as he 
did so, his heart beat faster at the thought of danger 
— not to Davey, but himself. Creeping closer, how- 
ever, voices reached him, and he discovered that 
Anthony Maybridge and Jane Stanberry were there 
together. 

Tingling with passion, he had some ado to keep 
from kicking in the door and bursting upon them ; 
but he desisted, and with an effort crept away to 
reflect. Almost immediately upon his departure he 
heard them following, so he turned and met them not 
far from the little bridge. 

" A fine night for a walk wi' another man's girl," 
he said, suddenly appearing out of darkness and 
standing in the way of the guilty pair. "You 
thought I was out of hearing, no doubt, as you've 
thought often enough of late, I'll swear, when I was 
closer than you reckoned. For two pins I'd blow 
your fool's head off your shoulders." 

Jane shrank back, and Maybridge stammered and 
stuttered. 

" That's not the way to talk," he said. 

" Talk ! God's truth, I ban't here to talk— I leave 
that for you. What be you doing wi' my maid these 
many days ? Tell me that ! " 

" I will. I'm glad of this. I've felt an awful brute 
lately ; but you'll make me feel better in a minute. 



4 



216 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

Tve been telling Jane that she's making a big mistake 
to marry you. It's my honest opinion, and I ought 
to have told you." 

"Honest! Wonder the word doan't choke you, 
you gert, hulking, lazy clown ! Behind a man's back 
to do it ! Thief that you be." 

" Not at all. I've never hidden from Jane " 

" Shut your mouth, you hookem-snivey fox, or I'll 
hammer your white teeth down your throat ! Stand 
up to me, now this instant moment, an' us'll see who's 
the best man. *Tis time this here woman knowed, 
an' I'll show her the straw you'm made of, for all your 
size." 

He flung down his gun and his coat, then turned 
up his sleeves and waited. 

"We can't fight before a girl — impossible," said 
Anthony. 

"Doan't she want us to? Ban't she hungry to see 
us do it ? Ban't she a female, like the rest of *em ? 
Come on, or I'll beat you like a dog." 

" What's the good of making an exhibition of your- 
self, Richard? I was * runner-up* in the amateur 
heavy-weights two years running. I can smother 
you, but I don't want to.." 

" Doan't blow so loud afore you see what 'tis to 
fight a chap in the right," cried Richard, with 
passion. 

So we shift our standpoint at the beck of chance, 
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and call virtue to our aid when accidentally enrolled 
under her banner. He stood where he had lied to his 
little brother and trampled Davey's fish into the 
ground and laughed at the child's rage. 

" You'd better go," said Maybridge to Jane. " Fm 
awfully sorry about this, but " 

He was cut short, for the other rushed in and 
struck him a heavy blow on the side of the face. 
Anthony shook his head and snorted. 

" If you will have it, you shall/* he said ; " but I'm 
sorry, because you're right and I'm in the wrong — 
more or less." 

Jane fled at the first blow, and the battle began. 
Maybridge quickly proved the looseness of his great 
limbs was combined with other gifts proper to a 
boxer. He smarted doubly ; from the other's insults 
and from the sense that they were deserved. He had 
ill-used Richard, and his dislike for him, once 
loosened, was proportionately bitter. 

Stung thus, the young man let his strength and 
skill have vent. He took and gave some punishment, 
but he was a disciplined fighter, and very easily kept 
out the heavy rushes of the keeper. Then, at the 
first opportunity which Richard ofTered, Maybridge 
knocked him squarely off his legs with a tremendous 
blow over the heart. He rose slowly, but the edge of 
his strength was gone. His anger nearly blinded him 
before this reverse, while Anthony, on the other hand. 
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had fought himself into a good humour. Presently 
at close quarters he hit rather low, and Dick cursed 
him. 

"Fight fair, you devil ! " he gasped. 

"Fair enough," puffed the other. "Well up on 
your small ribs — ^you'll see the mark in the morning." 

By mutual consent they rested presently ; then the 
battle was renewed, and, knowing himself beaten at 
every point of the game, Richard Daccombe let his 
temper loose and fell to fighting like a dog rather 
than a man. Now it was the other's turn to cry cau- 
tion ; but the keeper had no ears — he only lusted to 
do injury. Once Maybridge might have knocked him 
out of time, but he desisted; then, angered by a 
brutal kick on the calf of the leg, he got inside Dick's 
arms, clenched, gripped the smaller man like a bear, 
and with a cross buttock hurled him heavily backward. 
They had fought to the river's bank, and now, luckily 
for the looser's neck, he fell into the water. He 
struggled to his feet, and stood a moment where 
moonlight played upon the foaming stream. Then 
he crawled to the bank, and had scarcely strength to 
climb it. There he lay panting for some time. 
Anthony brought him his coat, and offered to give 
him an arm home; but Dick declined, and getting 
on to his feet with difficulty, walked along beside his 
conqueror. 

"This is the beginning," he said — "not the end. 
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If you don*t leave Cross Ways before the week's out, 
you never will — not alive." 

" Don't talk rot like that. I thought you were a 
good sportman anyway, but I see you're not; and 
that's the worst you can say against any man. I was 
going — God's my judge that I'm telling you the 
truth — I was going away to-morrow — for a time, at 
any rate. She wished it. But now — now you threaten 
me as if you were a murderer, I shan't move, not an 
inch. And if there's any blackguardly attempt on 
your part to do me an injury, I'll break your neck, 
Daccombe; so now you're warned. Anyway, you 
have shown that I was right, for any girl would be a 
madwoman to marry such a lunatic." 

" Talk on, now, if you've got the wind to do it," 
answered Richard, " but the last word will be mine." 

VI 

A black malignity dominated the beaten man after 
his reverse ; and, inasmuch as Jane Stanberry, now 
at the cross ways of her life, fell from honour and 
played a base part out of fear, her lover continued 
to believe that his enemy alone was responsible for 
Jane's weakness. He blamed the girl, but his love 
did not diminish, and he still supposed that Anthony 
Maybridge once removed, she would return to him 
with eyes that again saw clearly. He attributed 
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his conqueror's conduct to a tremendous strength 
of purpose, whereas mere feebleness and an amorous 
nature were responsible for it. The woman was at 
least as guilty as the man ; and now an added blame 
belonged to her, for while Anthony henceforth openly 
declared himself the rival of Richard, she held the 
balance a little longer between them— chiefly from 
fear of Mrs. Daccombe. Her decision was made, yet 
very carefully she concealed it, and Richard continued 
in error. 

From his mistaken conclusion, and smarting still 
with venom bred of the wounds Anthony had in- 
flicted, the keeper proceeded to a criminal deed. 
Such active hatred as he now felt stuck at nothing, 
and within a fortnight of his reverse came the evil 
inspiration that he waited for. 

A veiled antagonism reigned between the men 
after their battle ; then matters seemed to sink into 
customary course. Richard absented himself from 
home more than usual ; Anthony abandoned shoot- 
ing, and took to hunting instead. 

Once more it happened that the warrener saw a 
light burning in No. 4 Case House by night, and, 
passing by, heard Maybridge within, whistling to 
pass the time until Jane's arrival. Richard slunk 
by awhile, and presently, like a ghost, Jane flitted 
past him. A flash of light fell upon the waste as 
she opened the door; then all grew dark again. 
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Still thd wronged lover remained within earshot, and 
accident killed his sudden gust of passion against 
the girl, for he heard a sob and listened to a weak» 
vain protest from her against the double part she was 
constrained to play. She accused Anthony of draw- 
ing her to him against all honour and right feeling ; 
whereupon the listener departed, not desirous to hear 
more, and confirmed in his belief 

He visited the old Case House in the middle of 
the next day, and ground his teeth at sight of a 
rough carving — two hearts with familiar initials be- 
neath them. Then he examined the concealed 
blasting powder, and surveyed its position with 
respect to the main walls of the building. Satisfied 
of this, he proceeded into the air, took a heavy clasp 
knife, dug down a foot beneath the grass and turf 
and removed two bricks from the foundation of the 
Case House. Within them was a thin layer of con- 
crete ; the matchboarding followed ; and then came 
the gunpowder. Calculating the exact spot of his 
excavation, Richard entered the hut and pursued his 
work from inside, after carefully moving the powder 
beyond reach of any spark that might be struck from 
his attack on the concrete. With light, numerous 
blows he gained his end, and soon had a clean hole 
running from beneath the magazine to the ground 
outside. This he filled with gunpowder, replaced the 
mass of the explosive above it, returned the bricks to 
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their original positions, and covered up the space 
outside with turf and dry fern, 

A scrap of touchwood and a match would do all 
the rest. 

Richard Daccombe completed his preparations just 
in time, for as he moved away to the Moor, he saw 
his brother Davey in the valley. Thereupon Dick 
hid behind a rock to surprise the youngster un- 
pleasantly should his goal be the Case House. But 
Davey had either seen his brother, or knew that he 
was not far distant. At least, he showed himself too 
wary to run any risk, and pursued an innocent 
matter of climbing a pine tree for a wood-pigeon's 
nest. Nor did he come down again until Richard 
had gone upon his way to the warren. 

VII 

Events by no means conspired to shake the 
keeper's evil determination. Lulled to fancied secu- 
rity and a belief that his indifference indicated a 
change of mind toward her, Jane continued her at- 
tention to Dick ; and he abstained from upbraiding 
her, for he took this display to be love, and felt more 
than ever assured that, Maybridge once out of the 
way, the girl would waken as from a dream to the 
reality of his regard and worship. Her conduct, in- 
deed, obscured his own affection, but he came of a 
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class that takes life and its tender relations callously. 
The only ardent and worthy emotion that had ever 
made his heart throb quicker was this girl. His love 
was still alive, nor could anger kill it while he con- 
tinued blind to the truth that she no longer cared 
for him. 

A fortnight after his visit to the Case House, Dick 
descended by night from his den upon the high Moor, 
and the dim flicker of a flame he had long desired to 
see strung his nerves to steel. For fulfilment of his 
plan it was necessary that he should come pat on the 
interval between the arrival of Anthony Maybridge 
at this tryst and Jane's subsequent approach. Twice 
he had been too late ; to-night he arrived in time, and 
his opportunity waited for him. Maybridge was 
alone. The light burnt in silence. Then came a 
solitary footfall on the hollow floor above the gun- 
powder. 

Daccombe had calculated every action that would 
combine to complete and perfect the deed now be- 
fore him. Nor had he disdained to consider the 
result. No witness could rise up against him; his 
enemy would be blown out of physical existence, 
and his own subsequent declaration that some tons 
of blasting powder remained forgotten in the old 
magazine, must serve to explain the rest A spark 
from Anthony's pipe would be a satisfactory solu- 
tion. 
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The man set about his murder swiftly and stealthily. 
He had already driven a heavy staple into the door 
of the Case House, and now, without a sound, he 
fastened his victim firmly in, using some lengths of 
brass rabbit wire for the purpose. Then he crept 
down below the level of the building, scratched away 
the turf and fern, and moved the loosened bricks. 
He felt the powder dry under his hand, brought a 
large lump of rotten wood from his breast pocket, 
where he had long carried it, and struck a match. 
Soon the touchwood glowed, and he set it down, leapt 
from his work, and hastened away along the path by 
which Jane must presently approach. Thus he 
designed to intercept her progress, and, upon some 
pretence or excuse, draw her from the zone of danger. 
As to that last point, however, he was doubtful. The 
amount of the powder he could not accurately tell, 
and the extent of the explosion remained to be seen. 
Richard calculated that three minutes, if not a longer 
period, must elapse before fire would gnaw up the 
dead wood and reach the powder; and now, as he 
moved hastily away, the seconds lengthened into 
minutes, and the minutes most horribly dragged. An 
infinite abyss of time widened out between the deed 
and its effect. He lived his life again ; and still he 
peered through the darkness with his eyes, and 
strained upon the silence with his ears, that he might 
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not let Jane Stanberry pass him and go ignorantly to 
destruction. 

He was a quarter of a mile from the Case House, 
when it seemed as though the heavens were opened 
and Doomsday suddenly loosed upon the world. An 
awful and withering explosion swept the glen like a 
storm. First there leapt aloft a pillar of pale fire, 
that rose and spread as the eruption of a volcano 
spreads. The terrific glare painted long miles of the 
Moor, and, like the hand of lightning, revealed the 
shaggy crowns of the tors on many a distant hill ; 
while, long before its livid sheaf of flame had sunk, 
came such a crash and bellow of sound as might 
burst from the upheaval of a world in earthquake. 
Upon this appalling detonation a wave of air swept 
in sudden tempest. Richard was blown off his feet 
and dashed to the ground ; and as he fell, the hills 
echoed back the explosion in crashing reverberations 
that rolled out of the darkness, rose and fell, and rose 
again, until, after a hundred repetitions flung hither 
and thither over the peaks of the land, they sank 
through a growling diminuendo into silence. And 
the silence was terrific by contrast with the awful 
clamour it succeeded, even as the darkness was in- 
tense that followed upon such an unwonted and far- 
flung glare of light 

Richard Daccombe got upon his feet, and the 
tinkle of broken glass was in his ears, with the 
Q 
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murmur of affrighted voices; for the concussion 
had shattered nearly every pane at Cross Ways, and 
mightily alarmed the dwellers there. 

When he reached home the young keeper found 
his parents already out-of-doors, with the whole 
household assembled about them. 

Mary Daccombe praised God at sight of her son 
uninjured. 

"Tis the end of the world, by the sound of it," 
she said. " Where be Davey to ? " 

His father questioned Richard, and the man 
declared his ignorance of all particulars. 

"An explosion at the old powder-mills, or else a 
bolt from heaven," he answered. "I must have 
passed by the very place, I reckon, not five minutes 
before the upstore." 

"A thunder-planet, for sartain," declared an ancient 
soul, whose few teeth chattered between his words. 
" I can call home when a com-com-comet was reign- 
ing fifty years an' more agone, an* 'twas just such 
open weather as us have had o' late." 

Mr. Daccombe felt anxious for his stock in certain 
' byres and cowhouses that lay to the west of the 
powder-mills. But first he held up a lantern and 
counted the company. 

" Be us all here ? " he asked. 

"Davey's out somewheers," answered his wife; 
" ess, an' Jane Stanberry be " 
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She broke off, and looked at the farmer. 

" Down-long, I s'pose," he said carelessly ; then he 
turned to Richard. " Us can't blink these meetings 
between 'em, Dick. Best man wins where a maid's 
the prize ; or which she thinks be the best Awnly 
Grod send her ban't in the powder-mills to-night" 

"'Tis most certain she be," answered Mary Dac- 
combe. ^ " Her didn't know as the young man — 
Mr. Maybridge — was called off sudden to Moreton 
to serve 'pon a committee for the Hunt Dinner next 
month. A chap rode out, and he saddled his mare 
hisself and galloped off wi' him directly after he'd 
ate his meat" 

" Jane didn't know ? " asked Richard. 

"No; she went out counting to find him, I'm 
afraid." 

" An' he'm at Moreton ? " 

The man asked in a voice so strange that none 
failed to note it, even in this dark moment of fear 
and turmoil. 

" Her went to wait for him usual place, no doubt," 
said Jonathan Daccombe. " Us had better come an' 
look around for her, an' Davey too — not to name the 
things in the long byre by the wood." 

A hideous cry suddenly cut Jonathan short, for a 
storm had swept the sinner's brain upon these words. 
He saw what he had done, and the shock overset the 
balance of his mind. 
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" Come ! " he cried ; " I've killed her, I've ended her 
days in a scatter of blood and flesh! Nought to 
show for the butivul round body of her now. But 
her shall have Christian burial, if 'tis awnly a hair of 
her head left to put in the churchyard ; an' I'll mourn 
for her on my knees, afore they string me up ! " 

** God's goodness ! what gabble be this ? " asked his 
father. 

"And Maybridge still alive, wi' no smell of fire 
about him. I'll— I'll " 

He broke off and gazed round him wildly. 

" Upon the Moreton road as he comes home-along!" 
he said. Then the wretch turned to hurry away. At 
the first step, however, he stopped and stood as still 
as a statue, for he had heard what was hidden from^e 
ears of the rest Then they too caught the sound of 
footsteps and a murmuring in the night Richard 
remained without moving, and his eyes glared into 
the dark, and his jaw had fallen. Then, taking 
shape and coming slowly into the radius of lantern 
light, there moved a woman and a boy. 

Jane Stanberry approached, holding Davey by 
the hand; and at sight of her Richard Daccombe 
screamed out his shattered senses, and fled as one 
possessed of an evil spirit. In vain they made 
search for him by night and day, and it was not 
until, more than eight-and-forty hours had passed 
that they found him wandering in the great central 
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loneliness insane. There they ministered to him, 
and brought him home ; and time so dealt with him 
that he sank into a harmless and haunted idiotcy 
— a horror for his father, a knife in his mother's 
heart 

Now it happened that Richard's brother, upon the 
keeper's departure from the Case House on a day 
already noted, had descended from his pine tree, 
made close investigation of the elder's deed, and 
guessed that such preparations were directed against 
one man. From that day until the time of the 
catastrophe, David kept silent watch upon all occa- 
sions when Jane and Anthony Maybridge met there. 
Hidden within a dry drain some ten yards distant, he 
had played sentinel until the night of Richard's 
revenge. Then he had crept from his cover the 
moment the other's back was turned, reached the 
smouldering touchwood, and with amazing courage 
extinguished it Afterward, releasing the girl as 
quickly as possible, and bidding her run for her life 
to the shelter of a grinding mill two hundred yards 
distant, he had once more set the rotten wood on fire 
and hastened after Jane. 

She, mystified and indignant, was also conscious 
that the boy must be obeyed, and so fled as he 
ordered her. Yet both would have perished but 
for their protection behind the stout ruin of the^ 
grinding mill. And now, the fear of death upon 
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their faces, they hurried trembling home, and 
Nemesis came with them. 



To-day a black-bearded man, with brown eyes and 
a mouth always open, shambles about the blasted 
heart of the old powder-mill. He babbles to himself 
with many a frown and pregnant nod and look 
askance; sometimes he watches the trout in the 
river; sometimes he plucks feverishly at the blossoms 
of the broom and spearwort and other yellow flowers. 
These he stamps underfoot as one stamps fire. Davey 
is his brother's keeper, and shall be seen always at 
hand. At his word Richard Daccombe obeys like a 
dog — ^shrinks with fear if the boy is angry, fawns and 
laughs when the boy is kind. 



JOSEPH 

" T DO love they stuckit plants," said Mr. Joseph 
J. Hannaford. 

He waved his hands toward some lettuces of a fat 
figure and plump proportions. 

"Doan't want no work — that's why," answered 
Matthew Smallridge. " The straggly sort be better, 
but they axes for tying up an' trouble." 

'' Ezacally so. An* a man as goes out of his way 
to sow trouble be a fule, Matthew," retorted Joseph, 
triumphantly. 

The gardeners met every day, and every day 
differed on affairs of horticulture and life. Joseph 
was stout, with a red face set in a white frill of 
whisker. He had a rabbit mouth, a bald brow and 
a constitutional capacity for idleness. He talked 
much. He had a fine theory that we do not leave 
enough to nature in matters of the garden. 

Mr. Smallridge, the squire's gardener, enjoyed a 
different habit of body and mind. He was a man 
who lived for work and loved it ; he read the journals 
proper to his business ; he kept his subordinates to 
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their labours from mom till eve; and idleness he 
loathed as the worst sin to be laid at the door of any 
agriculturist, great or small. Mr. Hannaford alleged 
that the literature of his business was desirable for 
beginners, but he declared it to be unnecessary in his 
case. If asked concerning his authorities, he would 
tap his forehead and say, " Books ? I don't want no 
books. Tis all here." No man possessed sure proofs 
that he could either read or write. 

These two were ancient men, yet not old for 
Dartmoor, where those of hardy stock, who have 
weathered the ordeal of infancy, usually advance far 
into the vale of years before their taking off. Joseph 
attributed his excellent health and spirits to a proper 
sense of what was due to himself in the matter of 
rest ; while Matthew, on the other hand, assigned his 
physical and mental prosperity to hard work and 
temperance. Now the men stood together in Joseph's 
little garden and discussed general questions. 

"If us was all your way of thinking, theer'd be no 
progress, an' never a new pea growed an' never a new 
potato taken to a show," said Mr. Smallridge. 

" I hate shows," answered Joseph. " 'Tis flying in 
the face of nature an' God Almighty, all this 
struggling for size. If He'd a' meant to grow twenty 
peas in a pod, an' all so big as cherries, He'd have 
done it wi' a turn o' the wrist. He didn't do it, an' 
for us worms to try an' go awver the Lord in the 
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matter of garden-stuff be so bad as bad can be. 
'Twas touching that very thing I fell out with the 
Reverend Truman. * I be gwaine to show grapes, 
Joseph/ he said to me last year; an' I nodded an* 
said, *Ess, sir,' an' went my even way. Us didn't 
show. Then 'twas chrysanths. Weern't satisfied wi' 
a nice, small, stuggy bloom, as nature meant, but 
must be pinching, an' potting, an' messing with soot 
an' dirt, an' watering twice a day — ten months' toil for 
two months' pleasure. Then what? A gert, ram- 
shackly, auld blossom, like a mop dipped in a pail o' 
paint However, I let his reverence do the work, an' 
what credit was about I got my^^lf. Not that I 
wanted it." 

"As true a Christian your master was as ever 
walked in a garden, however," declared Mr. Small- 
ridge. " I hope the new parson will prove so gude." 

" I be gwaine to see him this very day," answered 
Joseph. "'Tis my hope he'll take me on to the 
vicarage, for the place wouldn't be the place without 
me up theer. I knaw every blade of grass an' goose- 
berry bush in it — a very butivul kitchen-garden 'tis 
too." 

"An' well out of sight of the sitting-room 
windows," said Matthew Smallridge, grimly. 

" As a kitchen-garden should be," assented Joseph. 
**Gude times they was," he continued, "an' I only 
hopes the Reverend Truman have got such a fine 
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garden an' such a' honest man in it as he had 
here." 

" But no li'l maid to go round with him, poor soul!" 

" A bright child his darter was. Impatient also— • 
like youth ever is. Her'd bring me plants to coddle, 
an* expect me to waste my precious time looking 
after her rubbish. Then a thing would be struck for 
death, along of want of water or what not, an' her'd 
come to me wi' her li'l face all clouded. 'Can't e' 
make it well again, Joseph ? ' her'd say ; an' I'd say, 
* No, missy ; 'tis all up wi' thicky geranium,' or what- 
ever 'twas. "Tis gwaine home.' An' her'd stamp 
her li'l foot so savage an' ferocious, an' say: 'But it 
mustn't go home ! I don't want it to go home ! 'Tis 
your business not to let it go home!' Poor little 
maiden ! " 

" An' now she've gone home herself." 

^*Ess. She didn't mean to be rude to an auld man. 
But of course I couldn't be bothered with such trash. 
As to watering, I always leave it to Nature. Who be 
us that we should knaw better what things want than 
her do ? " 

" Nature caan't water green stuff onder glass, can 
her?" 

" No ; then why put it onder glass ? All this here 
talk 'bout glass houses is vanity an' flying in the face 
of Providence. If 'twas meant that grapes an' tree- 
ferns an' 'zaleas an' hothouse stuff was to flourish in 
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England, they'd be here doing of it on every moun- 
tain-side. Us takes too much 'pon ourselves. Same 
with prayers. What be prayer most times but trying 
to get the A'mighty round to our way of thinking ? 
We'm too busy, — most of us, — and that's the truth." 

" Jimmery ! " exclaimed Matthew. " I never did in 
all my born days hear tell of the like o' you ! You 
won't work an' you won't pray — 'tis terrible. All the 
same, if you don't get the vicarage again, an' come as 
under-gardener to the squire, as he've offered you, 
I tell you frankly, friends though we be, that you'll 
have to work harder than you've worked for twenty 
years." 

" I know it very well, Matt," said Mr. Hannaford. 
"Your way an' mine be different, root an' branch ; an' 
I pray God as I may not have to come under you, for 
I'd hate it properly, an' that's the truth. An' I do 
work, an' I do pray likewise ; an' I'd back my chance 
of going up aloft with my last shirt, if there was any 
to take the bet. You'm too self-righteous along of 
your high wages " 

" Joseph ! 'tis time you put on your black," cried a 
voice from the cottage door. 

Here grew a feeble honeysuckle that had been 
nailed up four years before, and still struggled gamely 
with a north aspect and neglect. 

On the other side of the doorway was a thrush in 
a cage. It appeared too spiritless even to mount its 
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wooden perch, but sat on the floor of its prison and 
listlessly pecked at nothing. 

Mrs. Hannaford had a thin, flat figure^ a hard 
mouth, keen eyes and a face like a fowl. Tremendous 
force of character marked her pale visage. The grey 
curls that hung there on each side of her narrow fore- 
head looked like steel shavings. 

" Dress," she said, " an' be quick about it Ah, Mr. 
Smallridge — helping Joseph to waste his time." 

" Not me, ma'am ; that's about the only job he 
doesn't want helping with. I've just been telling 
your man that if Mr. Budd to the vicarage doan't 
need him, an' he takes squire's offer an' comes to me, 
theer must be more work an' less talk." 

" The new parson will want him," said Mrs. Hanna- 
ford, decidedly. " Who should stick a spade in that 
earth after twenty-five years if not Joseph ? " 

" Very plants would cry out if anybody else was 
put awver them," said Mr. Hannaford, sentimentally. 

" Cry out for joy, I reckon," murmured Matthew, 
but not loud enough for his friend's wife to overhear 
him. ** Theer's wan thing you should know," he con- 
tinued, changing the subject "Parson Budd be a 
tremendous Church of Englander, so I heard squire 
say. He've got his knife into all chapel-people an* 
free-thinkers an' such like." 

"Tis a free country," answered Mrs. Hannaford, 
and her curls almost appeared to clatter as she shook 
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her head. "He'd better mind his awn business, 
which be faith, hope an' charity, an' not poke his 
nose into other people's prayers ! " 

"As for religion," declared Joseph, "the little as 
I've got time for in that line be done along with my 
missis an' the Plymouth Brethren. But theer ban't 
no smallness in me. Room in the Lard's mansions 
for all of us; an' if the roads be narrer, theer's 
plenty of 'em, an' plenty of Gates to the Golden 
Jerusalem." 

Mrs. Hannaford frowned. 

" You'm too free with your views, Joseph Hanna- 
ford," she said. " You'd best call to mind what pastor 
said to chapel last Sunday, 'bout the camel an' the 
needle's eye. Many be called an' few chosen, so 
theer's an end of it. The Brethren's way be the 
right way an' the strait way; an' ban't your busi- 
ness to be breaking gates into heaven for them as do 
wrong, an' think wrong, an' haven't a spark of charity, 
an' be busy about the dowl's work in every other cot- 
tage in this village. I know what church folks be — 
nobody better." 

Mr. Smallridge, himself of the established religion, 
retreated before this outburst. 

*' Hell of a female that," he said to himself. " How 
the man can keep heart after all these years be a 
mystery. Yet she sits light upon him, seemingly." 

Then Joseph, with some groans and grumbles. 
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went to decorate himself, that the new incumbent 
might smile upon him and reappoint him to the care 
of the vicarage garden. He shaved very carefully, 
washed, showed Mrs. Hannaford his finger-nails, — a 
matter he usually shirked, — donned his best attire, 
and finally started beside his wife to appear before 
Mr. Budd. 

" Tis a grievous choice," he said ; " an* if the man 
doan't take me on, Til have to go to the Hall 
under Smallridge — a very ill-convenient thing to 
think upon." 

" Tis a matter of form, but better the Hall than 
any paltering with what's right ; an' better be under 
Smallridge than against your conscience." 

" My conscience is very well, an' always have been 
since I was a bwoy." 

"You'm a deal tu easy, however," she answered 
sternly — " a deal tu easy, an' you'll very likely find 
that out when 'tis tu late. Your conscience be like 
proud-flesh, I reckon : don't hurt 'e 'cause 'tis past 
feeling. I wish it pricked you so often as your 
rheumatics do. 'Twould be a sign of grace." 

" You'm like poor Parson Truman's li'l maiden wi' 
her flowers, you be," he retorted. " Her was always 
dragging up the things to see how they prospered, 
an' you'm always dragging up your conscience by the 
roots, same way, to see how 'tis faring. I let mine 
bide." 
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"You can't," snapped back Mrs. Hannaford. 
"Conscience ban't built to bide — ^no more'n a 
growing pear upon a tree. It goes from gude to 
better, or else from bad to worse. You ban't so 
righteous-minded as I could wish 'e, Joseph ; but I've 
done a deal for you since we've been man an' wife; 
an' if you'm spared ten year more, I lay I'll have 
your conscience to work so hard as a man saving his 
own hay." 

" Pity you can't live an' let live, my dear," answered 
the gardener. " Even the weeds was made by God 
for His own ends, as I always told Truman. You'm 
a very religious woman ; an' nobody knaws it better'n 
you ; all the same, if folks' consciences ax for such a 
power of watching, 'tis enough for every human to 
look after theer own, surely." 

" Why for don't you do it, then ? " 

" Here's the vicarage," he answered. " Us better 
not go in warm — might be against us. I'll dust my 
boots, an' you'd best to cool your face, for 'tis glisten- 
ing like the moon in the sky." 

Presently they stood before a busy newcomer. He 
proved a young, plump, and pleasant man — a man 
fond of fishing and fox-hunting, a man of rotund 
voice and rotund figure. Joseph's heart grew hopeful. 
Here was no dragon of horticulture, but one, like him- 
self, who would live and let live, and doubtless leave 
the garden in the hands of its professional attendant. 
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" Your servant, sir/* he said. " I hope your honour 
be very well an* likes the church an' the hunt — also 
the garden.** 

"Mr. Joseph Hannaford, I suppose, and this is 
Mrs. Hannaford — good parishioners both, of course ? 
Sit down, Mrs. Hannaford, please.** 

" 'Tis in a nutshell, sir, an' we won't keep a busy 
gentleman from his business,'* said the old woman, 
very politely. "Joseph here have been gardener at 
the vicarage, man an* bwoy, for twenty-five years — 
ever since theer was a garden at all. He helped to 
cut out the peat an' make the place, as was just a 
new-take from Dartymoor, though now 'tis so good 
stuff as ever growed a cabbage.'* 

" Ess fay ; all rotted manure an* butivul loam, so 
sweet as sugar, an* drains like a sieve," declared 
Joseph. 

" I want a gardener, of course, and cannot do better 
than Mr. Hannaford, though I'm not sure if it isn't 
too much for one elderly man." 

" It is ! '* almost shouted Joseph. " Never a Bible 
prophet said a truer word ! Too much by half. Not 
that I'd demean myself to ax for another man, but a 
bwoy I should have, an* I hope your honour will give 
me a bwoy, if 'tis only to fetch an* carry." 

" What wages did you get from Mr. Truman ? " 

" Pound a week ; an' another shilling would be a 
godsend, if I may say it without offence.** 
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" An' up to squire's they only ofTered him seventeen 
an' sixpence, with all his ripe experience," said Mrs. 
Hannaford. " 'Twould be a fine lesson in Christian- 
ity to squire, I'm sure, if you seed your way to twenty- 
one shilling." 

" Better than a waggon-load of sermons, if I may 
say so," continued Joseph. 

" A sight better, seeing squire's not greatly 'dieted 
to church-gfwaine, best of times," chimed in Mrs. 
Hannaford. 

" You'd be under-gardener there, no doubt ? " 

"Ezacally so, dear sir. Under-gardener beneath 
Smallridge — a man three year younger than me. 
But ban't for me to tell my parts. All the same, I 
wouldn't work under Smallridge, not for money, if I 
could help it. Very rash views he've got 'bout broc- 
coli, not to name roots an' sparrowgrass." 

" Terrible wilful touching fruit, also, they tells me," 
added Mrs. Hannaford. 

" Well, you must come, I suppose. I could hardly 
turn you out of your old garden ; nor is there any 
need to do so." 

" An* thank you with all my heart, your honour ; 
an* you'll never regret it so long as I be spared." 

" The extra shilling you shall have. As to a boy, 
I want a stable-boy, and he'll be able to lend you a 
hand in the summer." 

R 
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Mr. Hannaford nodded, touched his forehead, and 
mentally arranged a full programme for the boy. 

*• Enough said, then. On Monday I shall expect 
you, and will walk round with you myself and 
say what I've got to say. Good-bye for the 
present." 

Mr. Budd rose, and the old pair, with many ex- 
pressions of satisfaction, were about to depart when 
their vicar spoke again. 

" One more matter I may mention, though doubt- 
less there is no necessity to do so with two such 
sensible people. There are more sects and conventi- 
cles here than I like to find in such a very small 
parish. Of course you come to church every Sunday, 
Mr. Hannaford ? " 

" As to that, your honour ** began Joseph ; then 

his wife silenced him. 

" We'm Plymouth Brethren from conscience," she 
said. "You ban't gwaine to object, surely — ^you as 
have come here to preach charity an' such like ? " 

Mr. Budd flushed. 

" I've come to do my duty, ma'am, and don't need 
to be told what that is by my parishioners, I hope. 
All servants of the vicarage will, as a matter of 
course, go to church twice every Sunday, and 
upon week-days also, if I express any wish to 
that effect." 

" Let 'em, then," answered the old woman, fiercely. 
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" You can bind 'em in chains of iron, if you will, an* 
they*m feeble-hearted enough to let 'e. But us won't. 
Us be what we be, an' Plymouth Brethren have got 
somethin' better to do than go hunting foxes, whether 
or no. I'm a growed woman, an* Joseph's my hus- 
band, an' he shan't be in bondage to no man. To 
squire's garden he shall go, an' save his sawl alive, so 
now then ! Gude evening, sir." 

"If I may have a tell " began Joseph, in a 

tremor of emotion ; but his wife cut him short 

"You may not," she cried sternly* "You come 
home. Least said soonest mended. Awnly I'm 
sorry to God as a Cxsar of all the Roosias have 
come to Postbridge instead of a Christian creature." 

So saying, she clutched Joseph and led him away. 
But on their silent journey homeward Mr. Hanna- 
ford pondered this tremendous circumstance deeply. 
Then, at his cottage gate, he rallied and spoke his 
mind. 

"We've done wrong," he said, "an' I be gfwaine 
back again to confess to it afore I sleep this night." 

" We've done right. You'll save your sawl an' take 
seventeen shilling an' sixpence. You'll be a martyr 
for conscience, an' I be proud of 'e." 

" Martyr or no martyr, I knaw a silly auld woman, 
an' I ban't proud of 'e at all, nor of myself neither. 
Anything in reason I'd do for you, an' have done ever 
since I took you ; but being put to work in cold 
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blood under Smallridge is more'n I will do for you or 
for all the Plymouth Brothers that ever bleated hell- 
fire to a decent man. I won't go under Smallridge. 
He'd make me sweat enough to float a ship ; an' at 
my time of life 'twould shorten my days." 

" The Lordll help 'e, Joseph." 

" Lord helps those who help theerselves." 

"You'm gwaine to the Hall, however, for I've 
said it." 

" Not me — never." 

"You be, Joseph Hannaford, as I'm a living 
woman." 

" No. Not for nobody, Jane ! I've never crossed 
you in my life ; I've knuckled under like a worm for 
forty-three year, an' shall henceforward just the same ; 
but wheer Smallridge be in question I'm iron. I go 
to church next Sunday." 

" You never shall ! " 

" I always shall — an* glad to ge^ back. 'Twas a 
very silly thing to leave it." 

Mrs. Hannaford put her fowl-like nose within two 
inches of her husband's. 

" I dare you to do it." 

"Ban't no use flustering yourself, my old dear. 
Every human man's got one kick in him. An' kick 
I'm gwaine to this instant moment" 

He turned and left her with great agility, while she 
— the foundations of her married life suddenly shaken 
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by this earthquake — ^stood and stared and gasped up 
at heaven. 

Joseph quickly vanished into the dusk, and soon 
stood once more before the new vicar. Mr. Budd 
thereupon raised his eyes from his desk and asked a 
question without words. 

"Well, your honour, 'tis like this here: Til go 
back to church again very next Sunday as falls 
m. 

"Ah! But I thought that Joseph would be in 
bondage to no man ? '* 

" Nor no woman neither," said Mr. Hannaford. 
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A TRAVELLER'S TALE 

" T T E'M a monkey that hath seen the world, no 
A X doubt," said Merry weather Chugg, the water- 
bailiff 

"Yes — an' brought back some nuts wi' gold kernels, 
by all accounts," answered Noah Sage; "though he 
ban't going to crack none here, I reckon, for the 
chap's only come to have a look at the home of his 
youth ; then he'm off again to foreign parts." 

The two old men sat in the parlour of the 
"Bellaford" Inn at Postbridge, and about them 
gathered other labouring folk. All were inhabitants 
of the Dartmoor district, and most had been bom 
and bred in the valley of East Dart or upon adjacent 
farms. This village, of which the pride and glory is 
an old bridge that spans the river, shall be found 
upon the shaggy breast of the Moor, like a oasis in 
the desert; for here much land has been snatched 
from the hungry heath, groves of beech and sycamore 
lie in the bosom of these undulating wastes, and close 
at hand are certain snug tenement farms whereon 
men have dwelt and wrestled with the wild land from 

time immemorial. 
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To-day a native had returned to his home ; and as 
a vacant room at the " Bellaford " Inn well served his 
purpose, Mr. Robert Bates secured it for a fortnight, 
that he might wander again about his boyhood's 
haunts and shine a little in the eyes of those who 
still remembered him. That night he had promised 
to relate his experiences in the public bar ; he had 
also let it be known that upon this great occasion 
beer and spirits would flow free of all costs for old 
friends and new. 

" He*ll have to address a overflowed meeting, like 
a Member of Parliament," said Michael French, the 
Moorman, " for be blessed if us can all get in your 
bar, Mrs. Capern." 

" Lots of room yet," she said, " if you'd only turn 
some of they boys out-of-doors. They won't drink 
nought, so I'd rather have their room than their 
company." 

*' I should think you was oncommon excited to see 
this chap, ban't you?" asked Noah Sage of a very 
ancient patriarch in the corner. "It was up to 
Hartland Farm, when you was head man there, 
that Bob Bates comed as a 'prentice from Moreton 
Poorhouse, if I can remember." 

*'Ess fay, 'tis so," said the other. "You ax un 
if the thrashings I used to give un every other day 
for wasting his time weern't the makin' of him ; an' 
if he ban't a liar, he'll say 'twas so. If he owes 
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thanks to any man, 'tis to old Jacob Feam — ^though 
I say it myself.'* 

"That's the truth, an' Fll allow every word of 
it, Jacob ; an* I'm terrible glad you ban't dead, 
for you were the first I meant to see come to- 
morrow." 

Mr. Bates himself spoke. He was a small, wiry 
man of fifty or thereabout. His clothes were well 
cut, and he wore a gold watch-chain. His face and 
hands were tanned a deep brown; his hair was 
grizzled, and his beard was also growing grey at the 
sides. His eyes shone genially as he grasped a dozen 
hands in turn, and in turn answered twice a dozen 
salutations. 

Robert Bates had run away from the heavy hand 
of Gaffer Pearn some five-and-thirty years before the 
present time, and he looked round him now and saw 
but one familiar face; for the old men had passed 
from their labours, the middle-aged had taken their 
places, his former mates were growing grey and he 
could not recognise them. 

" I'll tell you the whole tale if you'm minded," he 
said. " 'Tis thirty years long, but give two minutes 
to each of they years an* I'll finish in a hour. An' 
meantime, Mrs. Capern — as was Nancy Bassett, an' 
wouldn't walk out Sundays with me last time I seed 
'e — be so good as to let every gen'leman present have 
what he wants to drink, for I be going to leave ten 
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pounds in Fostbridge, an' I'd so soon you had it as 
anybody." 

Great applause greeted this liberal determination. 

"You'm an open-handed chap, wherever you've 
corned from," said Merry weather Chugg, "an' us 
all drinks long life an' good health to you an' yours, 
if so be you'm a family man." 

" I'll come to that," answered Mr. Bates. " Let me 
sit by the fire, will 'e ? I do love the smell of the 
peat, an' where I come from, us don't trouble about 
fires, I assure 'e, for a body can catch heat from the 
sun all the year round." 

" You was always finger-cold in winter," said Mr. 
Pearn. " I mind as a boy your colour never altered 
from blue in frosty weather, an' you had a chilblain 
wheresoever a chilblain could find room for itself." 

**'Tis so; an' when I runned away to mend my 
fortune, 'twas the knowledge that a certain ship were 
sailing down to the line into hot weather as made me 
go for a sailor. To Plymouth docks I went when 
I ran off, an' there met a man at the Barbican as 
axed me to come for cabin-boy; an* when he said 
they was going where the cocoanuts comed from, 
I said I'd go." 

"My dear life!" murmured Mrs. Capern, — "to 
think what little things do make or mar a fortune ! " 

"'Tis so; — a drop of rum cold, mother, then I'll 
start on my tale. An* I may as well say that every 
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word be true, for Providence have so dealt by me 
that to tell a falsehood is the last thing ever I would 
do." 

" Not but what you used to lie something terrible 
when you was young, Bob," said Mr. Pearn, from the 
corner. 

"1 know it, Jacob," answered the traveller; "an* 
hard though you hit, you never hit hard enough to 
cure me of lying. Tis a damned vice, an' I never 
yet told a fib as paid for telling. But 'twasn't you 
cured me ; 'twas a man by the name of Mistley, the 
bo'sun of the ship I sailed in. I told un a stramming 
gert lie, an* he found it out, an' — well, if you want to 
know what a proper dressing-down be, you ax a sea- 
faring man to lay it on. In them days they didn't 
reckon they'd begun till they'd drawed blood out of 
'e ; an' so often as not they'd give 'e a bucket of salt 
water down your back arter, just so as you shouldn't 
forget where they'd been busy. One such hiding I 
got from Mistley, an' never wanted another. I'd so 
soon have told that man a second lie as I'd told God 
one to His shining face. An* long after, to show 
I don't bear no malice, when I fell on my feet, I went 
down to the port when my old ship corned in again 
two years later, an* in my pocket was five golden 
pounds for Mistley. Only he'd gone an' died o' 
yellow jack in the meantime down to the Plate, so he 
never got it An' you boys there, remember what I 
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say, an* never tell no lies if you want to get on an' 
pocket good wages come presently. 'Tis more than 
thirty years ago, an' the man that did it dust ; yet 
I wriggles my shoulders an* feels the flesh crawl on 
my spine to this day when I thinks of it. 

" But Tm gwaine too fast, for I haven't sailed from 
Plymouth yet Us went off in due course, an* I seed 
the wonders of the deep, an* I can*t say I took to *em ; 
but there — I'd gone for a sailor, an* a sailor I thought 
*twould have to be. Us got to a place by name of 
Barbados in the West Indies presently — Bim for 
short A flat pancake of an island, with not much 
to tell about 'cept that there*s only a bit of brown 
paper between it an* a billet I hope none of us won*t 
never go to. Hot as — as need be, no doubt; but 
there was better to come, for presently we ups anchor 
an* away to St Vincent — a place as might make you 
think heaven couldn't be better; an* then down to 
Grenada, another island so lovely as a fairy story ; 
an* then Trinidad — where the Angostura bitters 
comes from, Mrs. Capern — an* then a bit of a place 
by name of Tobago, as you could put down on 
Dartymoor a*most an* leave some to double up all 
round. Yet, *pon that island, neighbours, I've lived 
my life, an* done my duty, I hope, an* got well 
thought upon by black, white an' brindled ; for in 
them islands I should tell you the people be most 
every shade you could name but green. Butter- 
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coloured, treacle-coloured, putty-coloured, saffron- 
coloured, peat - coloured, an* every colour ; an' 
sometimes, though a chap may have the face of a nig- 
ger — lips an* nose an* wool an* all — yet he'll be so white 
as a dog's tooth; an* you know there's blood from 
Europe hid in him somewheres. They'm a mongrel 
people ; yet they've got souls — just as much as they 
Irish- Americans ; an* God He knows if theyve got 
souls, there's hope for everything — down to a scor- 
pion. My own wife, as I've left out in Tobago with 
my family — well, I wouldn't go for to call her black ; 
an' for that matter I knocked a white man off the 
wharf to Scarborough in Tobago, who did say so; 
but you folks to home — I dare swear you'd think her 
was a-thought nigger-like, owing to a touch of the 
tar-brush, as we call it, long ways back in her family 
history. But as good a woman — wife an* mother — 
as ever feared God an' washed linen. A laundress, 
neighbours — lower than me by her birth, so my master 
said ; then I laughed in his face, an' told un I was a 
workhouse boy as couldn't name no father but God 
A'mighty. A nice little bungy, round-about woman, 
wi' butivul black eyes, an' so straight in her vartue as 
a princess. Never a man had no better wife, an* her'd 
have come to see old Dartymoor along with me but 
for my family, as be large an* all sizes. 

" Well, to Tobago it was that, lending a hand to 
help lade a Royal Mail Steam Packet as corned in 
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— ^just to make a shilling or two while we was idle, I 
got struck down. Loading wi* cocoanuts an* turtle 
her was ; an' 'twould make you die o* laughin', souls, 
to have seen them reptiles hoisted aboard by their 
flippers. No laughing matter for them though, poor 
twoads, because, once they'm catched by moonlight 
*pon the sandy beaches there, 'tis a very poor come- 
along-of-it for 'em. Not a bit more food do they 
have, but just be shipped off home in turtle-troughs 
an' make the best weather they can. Us had a 
stormy journey back last fortnight, an* I knowed by 
the turtle-soup o' nights that the creatures were dying 
rapid an' somebody had made a bad bargain. But if 
you gets the varmints home alive, they be worth a 
Jew's eye. 

" Suddenly, helping in a shore barge, I went down 
as if somebody had fetched me a clout 'pon top the 
head ; an', when I came to, there was doctor from 
shore an' the dowl to pay. 'Twas days afore I could 
get about, an* my ship couldn't wait, an' no work for 
me nowhere 'cept odd jobs. Then they told me 1 
was a D.B.S., which means a Distressed British Sea- 
man, an' I found as I'd have to wait for next steamer 
that comed to ship me off. But I weren't very down- 
daunted 'bout it, for, since I'd seen the size of the 
earth, I'd growed bigger in the mind a bit, an' I ate 
my food an' smoked my pipe an' thanked God that I 
was alive to try again. 
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" Then, trapesing about one afternoon, footsore like 
and tired of trying to get something to do on .the 
sugar estates, I climbed over a wall into a bit of shade, 
an* sat me down under some cocoa trees to rest I 
confess I did get over a wall, which is a thing you 
can't often do without making trouble except on old 
Dartymoor. An* there I was with the mountains 
around — all covered to their topmost spurs wi' won- 
nerful forest, and the Caribbean Sea stretched blue as 
blue underneath. Such a jungle of trees an^ palms 
laced together with flowering vines as youVe never 
dreamed of Trumpet flowers, an' fire-red flamboy- 
ants, an' huge cactuses, an* here an' there a lightning- 
blasted, gert tree towering stark white above all the 
living green. An' king-birds an* humming-birds 
twinkling about in the air like women's rings an' 
brooches, an' lizards so big as squirrels a-scampering 
upon the ground, an* tree-frogs in the trees, an* fire- 
flies spangling the velvet-black nights. An' no 
dimpsy light, neither at dawn nor even, for the 
moment sun be down 'tis night, an' moment he be up 
again 'tis morning. You can see un climb straight 
out o' the sea as if he was rolling up a ladder. 

" I sat there in the shade, an* at my very hand what 
should I find but a ripe pomegranate? *Tis a fruit 
as you folks haven*t met with outside the Bible, I 
reckon, yet a real thing, an* very nice to them as like 
it. Packed tight wi* seeds, the colour of the heather. 
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wi' a bitter-sweet taste to it as be very refreshing to 
the throat Such a fruit I picked without * by your 
leave,' an' chewed at un, an' looked at the butivul 
blue sea down under, an' talked to myself out loud, 
as my manner always was, 

"'Well, Bob Bates,' I sez, 'you be most tired 
o* caddling about doing nought, ban't you? Still 
you'm a lucky chap, whether or no ; for a live D.B.S. 
be a sight better'n a dead cabin-boy. 'Twill lam 'e to 
treat the sun less civil. Don't do for to cap to him 
in these parts. But you keep up your heart an* 
trust in the Lord, as Mistley told 'e. He'll look to 
'e for sartain in His own time.' 

" Then I heard a curious ristling alongside in the 
bush, an' catched sight of a pair o' cat-like eyes on 
me. 'Course I knowed there wasn't no savage beasts 
there, but I didn't know as there mightn't be savage 
men, an' I was going to get back over thicky wall an' 
run for it. But too late. They was human eyes, 
wi' a human nose atop an' a human moustache under, 
but a very comical fashion of face an' a queerer than 
ever I'd seen afore or have since. 

"'Tis hard for me to call home exactly what 
Matthew Damian looked like then, for 'tis above 
thirty year ago, an' that man filled my eye every day, 
winter an' summer, for twenty years. Yet, though 
he looks different now, with all I know behind my 
mind's eye as I see him, then he 'peared mighty 
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strange, wild an' shaggy. A face like a round shot 
he had, but a terrible deep jaw under the ear. A 
little chin, round eyes — grey-green — an' ears standing 
sharp off a close-cropped head, wi' hair pepper-an'-salt 
colour. A huge, tall man, an' his beard was cut to 
his chin, an' his moustache stuck out like a bush five 
inches to port an* starboard. Well, I was mortal 
feared, for I'd never seen nothing like un outside a 
nightmare ; yet his voice was so thin as a boy's, an' 
piped like a reed in his thick throat He had the 
nigger whine, too — ^as I dare say you may mark on my 
tongue now, after my ears have soaked in it so long. 

" He stared an' I stared. Then he spoke. ' You 
come along with me,' he said in a Frenchy sort of 
English. 

"'Why for?' I said; then I thought I seed his 
eyes 'pon the pomegranate. * Very sorry, sir, if this 
here be yours,' I said ; ' but I'm baggered if a chap 
can tell what be wild an' what ban't on this here 
ridicklous island. 'Tis like a gentleman's hothouse 
broke loose,' I said to un. 

" ' No matter about that,* he said. 

" ' I can give 'e my knife,' I told un, ' if you must 
have payment ; but that be all I've got in the world 
'cept the things I stand up in, an' I'd a deal rather 
keep it* 

" * I do not want your knife,' he answers. ' I want 
you.* 
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"'Well, I'm going cheap, I do assure 'e/ I said, 
thinking Fd try how a light heart would serve me. * 
But I weren't comfortable by a long way, 'cause 
there's a lot of madness in them islands, an' I 
thought as this chap might be three-halfpence short 
of a shilling, as we say. However, he was too busy 
thinking to laugh at my poor fun, an' for that matter, 
as I found after, he never laughed easy, — nor talked 
easy for that matter. Now he fell silent, an' I walked 
by him. Then, after a stretch through a reg'lar 
Garden of Eden, wi'out our first parents, us comed 
upon a lovely house, whitewashed home to the roof- 
like snow in all that butivul green. 'Pon sight of it 
the man spoke again. 

"'I want you to talk to my mother,' he said 
suddenly. * You'll just talk and talk in an easy way, 
as you was talking to yourself when I found you.' 

"'J be only a sailor-man, wi' nought to say to a 
lady,' I told him. 

" * No matter for that,' he said. * Just talk straight 
on. It do not signify a bit what you say, so you 
speak natural. In fact, talk to my mother as if 
madame was your own mother.' 

" So then, of course, I reckoned the cat-faced chap 
was out of his mind — as who wouldn't have ? 

" To a great verandah we comed, all crawled over 
with the butivulest white flowers the sun draws the 

scent from ; an' there, in a cane chair, sat an ancient 
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lady — lady, I say, though you might have reckoned 
she was an old brown lizard by the look of her. Old 
ban't the word for her. Time's self would have 
looked a boy alongside her, if the picture-books be 
true. A great sunbonnet was over her head, an' a 
frill under, an' just a scanty thread or two of white 
hair peeping from that A face all deep lines where 
the years had run over it ; bright eyes peeping from 
behind great gold spectacles, an' hands — my word ! 
like joints of an old apple tree. Her was that homely 
too ! A dandy-go-risset gown her wore, an' a bit of 
knitting was in her hands, an* a good book, wi' very 
large print, 'pon a table beside her, an' a li'l nigger gal 
waved a fan to keep the flies away. 

" I took my hat off an' made a leg ; then her son 
spoke : * Sit down there beside her and talk loud, and 
pretend with yourself that Madame Damian is your 
grandmother. Don't try to use fine words; and 
remember this : if you do rightly as I bid you, you 
shall never repent this day as long as you live.' 

^*I was all in a maze, I do assure 'e; but I just 
reckoned obedience was best, an' went at her with 
one eye on my gentleman, for fear as he should 
change his mind. 

" ' Well, my old dear,' I said, * I be very pleased to 
meet 'e, an' I do like to have a tell with 'e very much, 
if you'll pardon a rough sailor-man. An' I hopes 
you'll put in a word with this here big gen'leman 
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for me, 'cause I've eat one of his pomegranates 
unbeknownst-like, though I'm shot if I'd haire 
touched un come I'd known 'twasn't wild. An' to 
tell 'e gospel, I be in a jakes of a mess as 'tis — far 
from my home an' not a friend in the world that 
I know of.' 

" Dallybuttons ! To see that ancient woman ! 
When I beginned to talk, her dropped her knitting, 
as if there was a spider in it, an' sat up an' stared out 
of her bead-black eyes. Though 'twas a fiery day, I 
went so cold as a frog all down my spine to see her 
glaze so keen. 

"*Go on,' she said in a funny old voice, *go on, 
young man, will 'e? Tell about where you comed 
from, please." 

" There ! it did sound mighty familiar to hear her, 
an' no mistake ! 

" ' My heart ! You'm West Country too ! ' I cried 
out. 

"Her nodded, but her couldn't speak another 
word. 

" * Go on, go on talking to her,' the man said. 

" So I sailed on. 

"*You must know I runned off to sea, ma'am, 
from a farm down Dartymoor way. 'Tis a terrible 
coorious sort of a place, an' calls for hard work if you 
wants to thrive there. Roots will do if you'm gener- 
ous with stable stuff an' lime, but corn be cruel shy, 
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except oats. I was a lazy boy, Tm afraid, an' got 
weary of being hit about like a football, though I 
deserved it; an' I thought to mend my life by 
running away. The things Tve seed ! Lor*-a- 
mercy ! 'tis a wonnerful world, sure enough, ma'am.' 

"*So it be,' she said, very soft, *an' a wonnerful 
God made it, my dear. Go on, go on about the 
Dartymoors, will 'e ? " 

" * Well,' I said, ' 'tis a gert, lonesome land, all broke 
up wi' rocky tors, as we call 'em, an' clitters o* granite 
where the foxes breed, an' gashly bogs, in which 
you'm like to be stogged if you don't know no better. 
An' the cots be scattered over the face of it, an' the 
little farms do lie here an' there in the lew corners, 
wi' their new-take fields around about. There's a 
smell o' peat in the air most times, an' it do rise up 
very blue into the morning light An' the great 
marshes glimmer, an' the plovers call in spring ; an' 
the ponies, wi* their little ragged foals, go galloping 
unshod over the Moor. Then the rivers an' rills 
twinkle every way, like silver an' gold threads 
stretching miles an' miles; an' come summer the 
heather blows an' the great hills shine out rosylike 
an' butivul ; an' — oh, my old dear — oh, ma'am — ' I 
says, breaking off, * doan't 'e — doan't 'e sob so— 
doan't 'e take on like that, for I wouldn't bring a 
wisht thought to 'e for money.* 

" This I said 'cause the old ancient's lips shook, an' 
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her bright eyes fell a-blinking, an' great tears rolled 
down. Then she put her hands over her face an' 
bowed over 'em. 

" * My God ! ' said the chap, half to hisself, * this is 
the first time my mother have wept to my sight; an' 
I am sixty years old ! ' 

" But of course a Devonshire woman wouldn't cry 
afore a Frenchman, even if he was her son. 

" Come presently she cheered up. * Do 'e knaw a 
place by the name of Postbridge, my boy?' she 
says. 

" * I did ought to, ma'am,' I sez ; * 'twas from Hart- 
land Farm I runned.' 

" She sighed a gert sigL ' Hartland ! ' she says, as 
if the word was a whole hymn tune to her. 

"'There's a church, an' a public there now,' I 
said. 

" ' An' the gert men of renown ? Parson Mason, 
an' Mr. Slack, an' Judge Buller, an' Sir Thomas 
Tyrwhitt ? " she axed me. 

" * Never heard tell of none of them,' I said. 

** ' 'Course not,' old lady answers. * Why — why, I 
forgot I be ninety-four. They heroes was all dead 
afore your faither an' mother were born.' 

" * As to them,' I tells her — * as to my faither an' 
mother, ma'am, there's a manner of grave doubt, 
for I'm a workhouse boy, wi'out any havage that be 
known.' 
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" But her had fallen to dreaming. 

"*Tell about the in-country/ she said all of a 
sudden. *My mother comed from down Totnes 
way.' 

" So I tells about the South Hams, an' the farms, 
an' the butivul apple-blooth, as creams out over the 
orchards in spring, an' all the rest of it. 

" There, I talked myself dry an' no mistake ; an* 
she nodded an' nodded an' laughed once; an' it set 
her off coughing, an' 'frighted her son terrible. 
'ji "Then, after I'd been chittering for a month of 

Sundays, as it seemed to me, the day ended and it 
comed on dark, an' she got up to go. 

" ' Keep un here,* she says to the man. * For God's 
love doan't *e let un go. Pay un anything he axes 
for to stop.' 

" She went off very slow, wi' a nigger to support 
her at each elbow, an' a fine young brown woman to 
look after her. An' I was took in the kitchen, an' had 
such a bellyful of meat an' drink as minded me of 
Christmas up to Hartland Farm in the old days. 

" Then the chap — he lets me into the riddle of it 
all. You see his mother was Farmer Blake's darter 
— the first as ever saved land in these parts, an* 
rented from the Duchy more'n a hundred years 
agone now. An' when Princetown was made for a 
prison to hold the French us catched in the wars, 
there comed a Monseer Damian among the prisoners. 
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Him an' many other gents the authorities let out on 
parole, as they say ; an* he made friends with Farmer 
Blake, an' failed in love with Margery Blake. An* 
when the war was done, if he didn't marry her all 
correct an' snatch her away to foreign parts ! Mar- 
tinique was left to the French, an' he took her to that 
island first, then to Trinidad, which be ours, then to 
Tobago, which be also ours. There the man pros- 
pered, an' growed sugar, an' did very flourishing, an' 
corned to be first an' richest party in the island. 
But smallpox took him in middle life, an' it took all 
his children but his eldest son, Matthew Damian. 
He bided with his mother, an' married a French 
woman from Guadeloupe. 

" An' 'twas old lady's hope an' prayer for seventy 
year to hear good Devon spoke again some day. 
Her only got to hunger terrible for the old country 
when her childer an' her husband died, by which 
time she was too old to travel home again. An' the 
Postbridge Blakes had all gone dead ages afore ; an' 
in truth there couldn't have been a soul on Dartymoor 
as remembered her. Of course her son knowed the 
sound of the speech, from hearing his mother, as 
never lost it; an' when he catched me telling to 
myself, his first thought was for her. 

"'Twas meat an' drink to her, sure enough; an' 
meat an' drink to me too, for that matter, because 
I never left the Man-o'-War Bay Sugar Estate no 
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more. Very little work I done at first, for old Mrs. 
Damian would have me keep on 'bout home every 
afternoon in the verandah ; but six months after 
I comed there she died, happy as a bird ; an' if 
I wasn't down for fifty pound in her will! 

" Richest people in Tobago, they was ; an' then 
I settled to work for Matthew Damian, an' when 
he died, seventeen year after, the head man was 
pensioned off, an' I got the billet under Matthew 
Damian's son, who be my master now. An' there 
ril work to the end, an' my childern after ine, please 
the Lord." 

" ' 'Tis a very fine tale, Mr. Bates, if I may speak 
for the company," said Merryweather Chugg ; " an* 
it do show what a blessing it be to come out of 
Devonshire. If you'd been a foreigner now, none of 
these good things would have happened to 'e." 

" I mind my faither telling about Farmer Blake 
an' how he helped to carry his coffin to Widecombe 
soon after I was born," said Gaffer Peam. 

" For my part," declared the landlady, " my mind 
be all 'pon that poor old blid, as went away from 
these parts in her maiden days. To think, after 
seventy years of waiting, that she should hear a 
Devonshire tongue again ! I lay it helped her to pass 
in peace." 

" It did so," declared the return native. " She went 
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out of life easy as a babby ; for her appeared to see 
all her own folks very clear just afore she died, an' 
she was steadfast sure as there'd be a West Country 
welcome waitin' up-along. Fill your glasses, my 
dears; an' gfive they boys some ginger-beer, ma'am, 
will 'e?" 




THE TWO WIDOWS 

I 

UPON the great main road that crosses Dart- 
moor from Mortonhampstead to Plymouth, 
and distant but half a mile from the little hamlet 
of Postbridge, near tfie eastern arm of Dart, there 
stand two cottages. Here slopes the broad bosom 
of Merripit Hill upon the heart of the wilderness, 
and the cots, that appear on each side of the way, 
are built exactly alike— of yellow bricks and blue 
slates. They have doors of the same green shade 
and window blinds of white chintz ; their wood- 
work is painted brown, and their chimney-pots 
are red. In every respect these habitations seem 
outwardly identical, save that one faces north, while 
the other, over against it, looks southerly. Their 
gardens are of equal proportion, and contain the 
same class of cabbage, similar rows of tall scarlet- 
runner beans sprout from each little plot in summer, 
and patches of red lettuce, dusted over with soot to 
keep away the slugs, appear in both during spring- 
time. Once two men dwelt in these abodes, and 
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they were wiser than their wives and maintained an . 
amiable acquaintance, but avoided hot friendship. 

When Abel Haycraft and his newly-married mate 
arrived at the northern-facing cottage, Henry 
Mogridge, the water-bailiff, who dwelt in the cottage 
that looked south, paid him a visit and put the 
position briefly and forcibly : — 

"Tis like this, Mr. Haycraft," he said. "I be 
very glad to have you for a neighbour, an' I hope 
you'll like Dartymoor, an' prosper up here, an' make 
good money at Vitifer Mine, where I'm told you be 
going to work ; but this I'll say, don't let's be too 
friendly — nor our women-folk neither. Out of friend- 
ship I say it." 

" What a word ! " said Mr. Haycraft, who was only 
twenty-one and of a sanguine nature. "Why, I 
wants to be friends with everybody, if so be as they'll 
let me. An' my missis too." 

" That's a very silly idea ; but you'm young yet and 
will larn better come by an' by. I mean this : you 
an' me live a gert deal too close together to get too 
thick. We'm only human beings, an' so sure as we 
get too trustful an' too fond of listening to each 
other's business, so sure us will end by having a 
mortal row. 'Tis a thing so common as berries in 
a hedge. I ban't saying a word against my old 
woman, mind you. She's so truthful as light, an' a 
Christian to the marrow in her bones. Nor yet be 
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I hinting anything disrespectful of Mrs. Haycraft 
Far from it. But human creatures is mostly jerry- 
built in parts, an* the best have their weak spots. 
There's nought more dangerous on earth than a gert 
friendship struck up between folks who live close 
together 'pon opposite sides of the road. I've seed 
the whole story more than once, an' I know what I 
say be true." 

Abel Haycraft considered this statement for a 
moment. Then he spoke : — 

" I suppose you'm right. An' if by bad chance 
they was to fall out — I mean the women — us would 
have to take sides as a matter of duty. A husband 
— well, there 'tis." 

" So us would ; but God forbid as our wives 
should have any quarrel, or you an' me either ; so 
we'll just bide friendly with your leave ; but not too 
friendly." 

"'Tis a very good plan, I'm sure," answered the 
younger ; and that evening he told his wife about it 
after they had gone to bed. 

Mrs. Haycraft felt great interest and enlarged 
Abel's vision. 

" Do 'e know what that means ? It means as his 
good lady can't be trusted, an* the old man well 
knows it. I lay she'm the sort as makes mischief. 
Well, don't you fear. I'll take care to keep her at 
arm's length. I wasn't born yesterday." 
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" She'm a kind enough creature so far, I'm sure " 
answered Abel. " A motherly fashion of woman, 
an' not so old as her husband by twenty years, I 
should judge/' 

" 'Twas his way of giving us a warning, neverthe- 
less," declared Honor Haycraft. "Or," she added, 
" seeing as I was a red-haired woman, and thinking 
maybe that I had a short temper, she may have 
reckoned that " 

" Not at all, not at all," interrupted the husband, 
hastily. " Do 'e think I'd have stood any such idea ? 
God's my judge, I'd have hit the man in the mouth 
if he'd said a word against you or your butivul 
colour." 

" If I thought she'd taken a dislike to me, because 
I was red, I'd never look at the woman," said Honor. 
" For that matter, I'm comelier far than her, though 
I say so," 

"An' comelier than any other woman at Post- 
bridge, or on all Dartymoor either," declared Abel, 
devoutly. 

" I'll be civil to her then, but no more. An* I wish 
her hadn't brought over that gert dish of Irish stew 
the day us comed in an' were sinking for a morsel 
to eat ; for us ate it, an' licked the bones, an' now 
she've got a hold on us." 

" Not at all," said the larger-minded man. " 'Tis 
a poor spirit as can't stomach a kindness without 
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worriting to pay it back. Us'll have a chance of 
doing her a good turn for sartain, living at her door 
same as we do. Just let things go their own way, 
an' they'll go right We'm all Christian creatures, 
thank God, an' there's no reason because we live in 
a outlandish sort of place like this here that we 
should forget it." 

"All the same," declared his plump, red girl, 
pouting, " I could wish as Mr. Mogridge hadn't 
spoke them words. He've hurt my pride. I wasn't 
going to jump down their throats. I'm not that 
sort." 

" 'Twas a bit chilly like, perhaps ; but he'm older 
than us, an' wiser, an* he meant well." 

" He'm not wiser than you be, anyway. I believe, 
if us knowed, you'd find you made better money 
than what he do." 

" Us'll leave it at that, then ; an' now us'll go to 
sleep, if you please." 

II 

Within a month Honor Haycraft and Avisa 
Mogridge were the closest of friends, for, despite the 
water-bailifTs caution and the younger man's attempt 
to profit by it, their wives took the matter into 
their own hands. Both husbands were away all day 
at work ; their cottages stood half a mile distant 
from any others, and the two lonely women soon 
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strucl^^p a close and intimate relation. Mrs. 
Mogridge was honourable, truthful, warm-hearted 
and affectionate ; she had two young children, both 
girls ; she loved her elderly husband dearly ; she 
knew the life-history of every man and woman in 
Postbridge ; and she related the affairs of the village 
with full detail for the benefit of Honor, who was 
an Exeter girl, and did not know the people of the 
Moor. 

" I can talk straight to 'e,'' said Mrs. Mogridge, 
" for you come without one particle of feeling against 
anybody or for anybody. So I'll tell you what they 
all be like down-along, an* who you can trust an' 
who you can't trust, so far as I know 'em. You'll 
go your own way, but 'tis never any harm to hear 
another opinion." 

Thus Mrs. Haycraft, instead of forming in- 
dependent conclusions from experience, took her 
view of the new neighbours and environment from 
another woman; and this was a happier circum- 
stance than might be guessed, because Avisa 
Mogridge possessed plenty of good sense and a 
kindly heart, whereas though the red girl's heart 
was warm enough, her head was rather weak, and of 
sense, or patience, or knowledge of human nature she 
had none to name. . She was a superstitious woman, 
full of old saws and sayings. If she met a single 
magpie, she went in fear for a week. Her husband 
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tried to laugh her out of such folly, but he never 
succeeded. 

And so the friendship ripened and the men 
looked on. In secret Henry Mogridge prophesied 
a catastrophe, as sure as women were women all 
the world over ; while Abel Haycraft listened and 
nodded, but hoped the water-bailiff might be mis- 
taken. 

Avisa and Honor worked side by side at the same 
wash-tub when their husbands were away, com- 
pared notes, listened to each other's wisdom and 
opinions. Honor petted her friend's little girls, and 
made sugar-plums and cakes for them ; Avisa took 
the deepest interest in Honor's approaching mother- 
hood. 

A boy was born to the young wife — a flaxen, 
Saxon atom, with a first crop of hair the colour 
of straw, blue eyes, a flat nose like his father's, 
red cheeks, and very fat limbs. 

Then came winter, and Henry Mogridge, catching 
a chill in the night watches by the river, passed 
away, a victim to his duty beside Dart. 

Honor comforted her friend as much as might be, 
and Postbridge showed sympathy also, until it was 
announced that Mrs. Mogridge had been left with 
;f40 a year. Thereupon, feeling that commiseration 
would be wasted, the village turned to more 
interesting matters. 
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Time sped, and when her child was a year old, 
Honor Haycraft followed Avisa into the state of 
widowhood. An accident at Vitifer Mine ended 
the burly Abel's life; and with him there also 
perished another man and a boy. 

Ill 

The two widows, united in tribulation, became 
greater friends than before. Neither married again, 
and the one lived for her little maidens, the other 
for her son. Such close amity proved a strain at 
times, however, and as each knew all that there was 
to know about the other, each conscious of the 
other's imperfections, secretly regretted them in the 
friendliest spirit. Then came a little difference of 
opinion over the children ; and then, from a personal 
attitude of irritation not divulged to anybody, Avisa, 
smarting somewhat at a pin-prick from Honor 
Haycraft touching her eldest little girl, spoke in 
overt fashion to a common friend at Postbridge. 

" She's a very good woman," said Mrs. Mogridge, 
while she drank a dish of tea with Mrs. Bloom. " A 
pattern wife her was, an' steady as time since her man 
was called, an' a pattern mother, though her goose is 
a swan, as one might expect, an' she thinks her ugly, 
li'l fat boy is a cherub, poor dear. Well, 'tis natural 
so to do. I wouldn't blame her ; we mothers be all 
alike there. But I could wish she had more brains, 
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an' didn't believe such a lot of rummage an' 
nonsense. To credit all that dead an* gone stuff 
about pixies, an* the heath-hounds, an' the use of 
herbs picked in moonlight, an' the planting of seeds 
'pon a Good Friday — why, 'tis onbecoming in a 
growed-up woman as went to Sunday-school ; an' I 
wish she'd drop it." 

That was all that Avisa said to Mrs. Bloom, the 
washerwoman ; but a fortnight afterwards it 
happened that by evil chance Mrs. Bloom fell out 
bitterly with the water-bailiff's widow, and told 
Mrs. Mogridge that she was a cat, and that 'twas 
well known her husband never died of a chill at all, 
but from his wife's unkindness and cruelty. She 
said a great many other things of a nature not 
necessary to set down; and, as a result, Mrs. 
Mogridge felt it impossible longer to affect the 
society of Mrs. Bloom. 

Then did Mrs. Bloom ask Honor Haycraft to a 
cup of tea ; and Honor, smarting with indignation at 
the treatment her dearest friend had received from 
the washerwoman's venomous tongue, accepted the 
invitation. Her purpose was loyal to the other widow. 
She intended to glean further particulars concerning 
Mrs. Bloom's abominable opinions and assertions 
touching Avisa. Because a man in the village had 
told them that Mrs. Bloom's statements were in the 
nature of a libel, and might even put her into prison. 
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Hoping to catch Mrs. Bloom in some outrageous 
utterance, and so assist her friend to crush the 
washerwoman, Honor Haycraft appeared in a 
cottage that always reeked of soap and steam. 

Mrs. Bloom immediately came to personalities; 
and then Honor's freckles stood out brown upon 
her red skin ; she grew hot from her heart outward ; 
the tea lost its savour, and the toast its charm. 

"Sorry am I to quarrel with any living thing — 
man, woman or mouse — but one has one's pride," 
said Mrs. Bloom. " Ess, one has one's pride ; an' if 
there's a thing I do pride myself upon, after my 
gift of washing, 'tis my gift of silence. It don't 
come easy to any healthy-minded woman in a 
village this size to keep her mouth shut; an' I 
confess that it didn't come easy to me ; but I larned 
how to do it, an* I've been a faithful friend to a gert 
many people, an* never quarrelled with a living soul, 
gentle or simple, till Avisa Mogridge broke with 
me." 

"She's got a proper grudge against you," said 
Honor, cautiously. "An' I'm on her side, I warn 
you." 

"No doubt: you've heard her tale. I'm not 
going to say anything about it to you, because you 
are her particular friend, an' blessed are the peace- 
makers. But this rU say, though far be it from me 
to set friends against friends : I would advise you 
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to take care. She's a fire as a very little spark will 
set on light, — a very critical woman, — always was so. 
It's a fault where there's no judgement. Her can't 
help it. Her criticises other folks' ways, an' their 
habits, an' their ideas, an* even their children. Now, 
if there is a dangerous trick on God's earth, 'tis to 
criticise other folks' children." 

" She's a right to her opinions, however." 

" Most surely she have ; an' she've a right to the 
air she breathes, an' the water she drinks. She've 
a right to her ideas ; but she's no right to utter *em 
where they might do harm. You an* me be the best 
friends possible, thank God, an* she's no right to say 
an unkind word of you to me, any more than I'd 
have a right to say an unkind word of her to you ; 
because you an* she be the best friends possible 
likewise. An' not a word against her would ever 
pass my lips to you ; because- you'm a woman as 
feels very deeply, an' I should make mischief, which 
God forbid." 

" Her never said a word against me, that I'll 
swear to," said Honor, hotly ; " an' if an angel from 
heaven told me her did, I wouldn't believe it." 

"An* quite right you'd be," said Mrs. Bloom. 
" You put it like a true friend. True friendship be a 
thought blind always ; an' 'tis well it is so, for where 
there's clear seeing between any two human beings, 
old or young, man or woman, perfect friendship can*t 
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be. That's why I've always kept my mouth shut so 
close all my life ; and I ban't going to begin to open 
it now I'm turned forty-five — not even to you, my 
dear." 

"Not a word would I believe — not a syllable," 
repeated Honor. 

" An* not a word would you hear from me — ^good 
or bad. What she said was kindly meant — very 
kindly meant indeed. It only showed that no two 
humans look at life from the same point of view. 
We knowed that afore. For my own part I've 
always declared that 'twas weak of you to believe 
all they stories of ghosts an' goblins, an' dancing 
stones an' the like. As a deep-thinking an' true 
Christian I feel it. But the difference between me 
an' her is that I say it to your face ; she blames you 
behind your back." 

" Avisa Mogridge has laughed at me often enough 
about it That's nothing," said Honor. "I know 
'tis nonsense really, but I can't help believing the 
things." 

" I'm very glad you've got the sense to see it so. 
*No,' I said, 'no, Mrs. Mogridge, whatever Honor 
Haycraft may be, she's not a fool. Her father told 
her about these solemn things in her youth, an' 
many an old ancient man hereabouts do still believe 
in 'em, though of course the Bible is short an' sharp 
with witches an' such like.' " 
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" She didn't say I was a fool ? *' 

" Well, since you ax me, I must be honest, for my 
own soul's sake. Trouble I won't make, an' you'm 
far too sensible to think of it again. * Fool ' was not 
the word she used, but she wished you had more 
brains. That may be the same thing, or it may not. 
I up rather sharp an' denied you had any lack of 
intellects ; but she said she was in the right. * Prove 
it,' I said. ' Prove it you can't, Avisa Mogridge. 
She'm a sensible, clever, good girl,* I said, * an ' her 
head's screwed on the right way.' 

"She bided silent a moment Then she said, 
* Honor reckons her goose is a swan, an' thinks that 
her ugly, li'l fat boy is a cherub/ I stared at her 
till my eyes bulged out ; I couldn't believe my own 
ears. She meant it, of course ; but no call for you 
to grow so red, my dear, she didn't mean it a bit 
unkindly. 'Twas just her honest opinion that your 
little angel be too fat an' too ugly for anything. 
' If you think that,' I answered her, * you'd better not 
mention it.' " 

" She said my li'l boy was ugly ? " 

" She thinks so. She's positive of it. She's a very 
honest woman, mind you. With all her many faults, 
she's honest. She wouldn't have said it if she hadn't 
really believed it. She'm dead certain of it" 

" My Billy ugly ! Did 'e ever set eyes on a finer 
babby, tell me that ? " 
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" Me ? I never seed such a purty child in all my 
life. He'm a like a HI blue-eyed Love off a 
valentine. But she " 

"A woman who could say my child was ugly 
could only say it for malice/' declared the red-haired 
mother, with a rising breast. 

" Don't think that. Her own maidens be very 
homely, you see. 'Tis a little natural jealousy, 
belike." 

" Tis a lie, Jane Bloom, an' I'll never believe she 
said it — never." 

" You'll be sorry for that word, Honor Haycraft 
Ax her, then. Ax her if her didn't tell me your little 
boy was fat an' ugly. She's never been catched out 
in a lie yet, 'tis said. See what she'll answer you. 
An' when you've heard her speak, I shall expect you 
to say you'm sorry to me. I never yet willingly 
uttered an unkind word against any living soul, an* 
never will. If you want to live in a fool's paradise, 
that's your look out But it shall never be said I 
didn't do my duty to my neighbour according to the 
Prayer Book ordinance." 

With this vague but masterly speech Mrs. Bloom 
rose from her tea and held the cottage door open. 
Her guest took the hint, and in ten minutes was at 
home again. 

Then she crossed the road, and seeing Avisa 
Mogridge in her garden with the little girls and the 
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infant Billy, who had been left in trust with her, 
Honor spoke : — 

" Just one word, an' only one, afore I go down to 
the village an' give that old cat-a-mountain Jane 
Bloom the lie to her crooked face." 

"Ah! What have she said, then?*' asked the 
other. Mrs. Mogridge rose from pulling up weeds, 
and lifted her shoulders to ease her back. 

" SheVe told me as you told her that my child 
was fat an* ugly. I answered in one word that 
she was a wicked liar. An' she answered back that 
Fd better ax you, for you'd never been known to 
tell a falsehood in all your born days. Did you 
say it or didn't you, Avisa? I only want your 
word. Then I'll go back-along and give her what 
for." 

Mrs. Mogridge paused with a bit of groundsel in 
her hand. The children frolicked beside her, and 
she bade them be silent, sharply. Then she dropped 
the groundsel and turned and spoke. 

" I told you that you was wrong to go an' speak to 
her. I warned you against it. Now, I suppose, the 
fat's in the fire. You'd made me cross a fortnight 
agone, when you said that my Minnie's second teeth 
would never come right. An' I got talking like a 
fool just afterward, an' I certainly said to Mrs. Bloom 
that your goose was a swan — same as it is with all 
of us mothers— an' I said that your little, dear boy 
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was — was ugly. Twasn't a right or a kind thing to 
say, an* Tm very " 

"You said it! An' like enough youVe said it a 
thousand times. You'm a wicked traitor; an' Fll 
never speak to you again, so help me God ; an' if 
your beastly childer cross my threshold any more, 
or so much as touch my garden pailings, I'll throw 
boiling water over 'em, so now you know, you evil- 
minded, jealous devil ! " 

Mrs. Haycraft spoke no more, and waited for no 
answer. / She snatched up her child, rushed into her 
own house, banged the door and was soon sobbing 
over her flat-nosed Billy, 

IV 

When Jane Bloom's husband took his lady out 
of Postbridge, so that she might live down a con- 
nubial scandal and pursue her cleansing occupation 
elsewhere, it was supposed that the deadly and famous 
quarrel between Avisa and Honor would be healed. 
The gossips of Postbridge all prophesied a speedy 
return to friendship between the two widows, and 
not a few well-meaning women set to work to play 
peacemaker. But their eflbrts met no response. Both 
Avisa and Honor made it clear that arbitration must 
be vain, since this tragic matter went deeper than 
plummet of peacemaker could ever sound. Neither 
woman would make the first move; but Mrs. Mogridge 
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was prepared to welcome any overture from the 
other. She accepted the inevitable with considerable 
philosophy; rightly appreciated the significance of 
the position ; perceived how the idlest, least malignant 
word may sometimes fall like a scourge upon the back 
of the careless speaker. She held herself punished, 
and quite deservedly punished, for a very foolish error. 
She mourned the event, and with secret tears recalled 
the wisdom of her dead partner. Mrs. Haycraft, on 
the other hand, nursed her wrath and kept it warm. 
Her little boy justified the bygone criticism, and he 
grew less and less personable. But how could she 
know that ? To her eyes he was beautiful above the 
children of men. Daily he grew more like his father ; 
daily his little weak eyes reflected more of the blue 
of tl!6 sky. 

Then he fell very sick and died. 

A night of agony hid Honor, and in that dark- 
ness her tears descended like winter rain. Hopeless, 
helpless, red-eyed, she sat by the small body; and 
women came to comfort her, but she cursed both 
God and them, and bade them depart and leave her 
alone with grief greater than daughter of man had 
yet suffered. 

The day before the funeral the mother took food, 
and entered upon that nervous, neurotic period 
common to the time. She never sat down. She 
roamed for miles in the narrow space of the house 
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and garden. She arranged and re-arranged the 
flowers on the coffin; she magnified small griefs 
and temporary inconveniences. She quarrelled 
bitterly with the undertaker that the lining of the 
little box was cheaper than she had directed. She 
found a small flaw also upon the lid. This was 
concealed with putty, and Honor called down the 
wrath of the Everlasting upon the carpenter who 
had made it. 

A master sorrow in the minor sort now fell 
upon her. There is a belief on Dartmoor that if a 
little boy dies, he should be carried to his grave 
by little g^rls, and when a small maid passes it is 
thought good if boys are her bearers. Honor 
hugged this tradition as a precious and seemly 
observance; but it chanced that of small girik in 
Postbridge there were then but four, and the task 
she desired to set them would need six pairs of 
hands. The misfortune swiftly mounted into a 
tragedy when viewed from her distracted standpoint. 
Her unrestrained grief grew voluble ; she mourned 
her lot to any who would listen. From the first 
storm of weeping and the first desire for peace and 
loneliness she became talkative, and, in a condition 
of sustained incoherence, chattered, light-headed, 
from morning until night She was rude to the 
clergyman when he came to see her. Her friends 
suggested that two more little girls should be 
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obtained from Princetown, or some neighbouring 
hamlet ; but the poor soul explained that this rite 
allowed of no such deviation. The children must 
be those who had known her dead baby, and 
actually played with him. Others would not answer 
the proper purpose. 

Upon the night before the funeral the undertaker 
went home a shattered man, for the matter of this 
tiny corpse had troubled him, and such failure to 
satisfy the parent hurt his professional feelings. 

" There wasn't half the difficulties when us laid by 
His Honour, Lord Champernowne, Peer of the 
Realm and J.P., an' ten coaches, an' a letter of thanks 
after from the steward," he grumbled to his wife. 
But she comforted him. 

" The woman's stark staring mad, my dear. Don't 
think no more about her. If you'd lined the casket 
with shining gold, her'd have grumbled because there 
weren't no diamonds in it. An' all for two pound 
ten. 'Twas like your big heart to use elm, when 
any other man would have made deal do very nice." 

Meantime, at the hour of gloaming, as Dartmoor 
vanished fold upon fold into the purple of night, did 
Avisa Mogridge pluck heart, and cross the high 
road, and enter her neighbour's house. She did not 
knock, but lifted the latch boldly, walked in and^ 
stood before Honor, where the unhappy mother sat 
and worked upon a black bonnet by candle-light. 
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" You ! You to come ! You, as may be a witch an' 
overlooked my li*l darling, for all I know ! ** she cried, 
leaping to her feet. 

" Yes, 'tis me, Mrs. Haycraft ; but no witch. Only 
a woman as have seed sorrow too — though no sorrow 
like your sorrow just now. IVe come to tell *e I love 
*e still, an* I can't bide away from 'e no more, an' I 
won't. You shan't drive me off." 

Honor breathed hard. 

" Everything do happen all to once," she said. 

" Maybe I didn't ought to have intruded ; but I'm 
older than you, an' I thought " 

"You be safe. I'm too weak to bear malice 
against you. My darling's screwed down now. If 
you'd seed him yesterday, you'd have called back 
your wicked word, Avisa Mogridge. He weren't 
ugly after he died — he — oh God, an' not one sound 
of his little noise in the house. It's killing me." 

" To be frank with you, Honor, you must marry 
again. You'm only twenty-three. Yes, I know you 
be. An' 'twas my little girls put them flowers 'pon 
your window-sill last June on your birthday morning. 
They done it afore daybreak. An' — an' — oh, woman, 
I be broken-hearted for 'e ; God's my judge if I 
ban't." 

Mrs. Haycraft was rocking herself backward and 
forward, and crying. 

Suddenly she rose up. 
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"Come an' see the coffin," she said. "Several of 
the gentry have sent greenhouse flowers to me. 
There's a butivul smell to 'em." 

" I will come ; an* I want to say this. My girls — 
do *e let 'em help with the thing you want. They'd 
make six with t'other children. Do 'e let 'em, 
Honor." 
" 'Tis too late ; they can't get black now." 
" You forget my old mother died last Christmas." 
"Ah! so her did — that's lucky," said Mrs, Hay- 
craft 

After the funeral the widows walked together. 
They left their friends at Postbridge, then returned 
home side by side. 

As they ascended the hill, with Avisa's two little 
girls marching together behind them, a robin suddenly 
sang out sharp and clear. 

"Thank the Lord I've heard that," said Honor, 
very earnestly, alluding to an ancient fable. 

Her reconciled friend nodded. 

" I be very glad also," she said. " To hear red- 
breast singing after a child is buried, do mean the 
little one's safe in Heaven ; though, all the same, 
God only knows where the babbies should go to, if 
not to Him." 



k 



WITH BELL, BOOK AND CANDLE 



ON a frosty night, when George III was King, 
certain men, for the most part familiar cus- 
tomers, sat in the bar of the "Golden Anchor," 
Daleham ; and amongst them appeared that welcome 
addition to the usual throng : a stranger. For his 
benefit old tales were told anew and ancient memories 
ransacked ; because this West Country fishing village 
enjoyed rich encrustation of legend and romance, 
and boasted a roll call of great names and great 
deeds. Here dwelt the spirits of bygone free-traders, 
visible by night in the theatre of their lawless enter- 
prises ; and here even more notable stories, touching 
more notable phantoms, might also be gleaned from 
ancient intelligencers at the time of evening drinking. 
The newcomer listened grimly to matters now 
much exercising Daleham. He was a hard-faced 
man with a blue chin and black eyes ; whose short, 
double-breasted jacket, wide breeches, glazed hat and 
pigtail marked a seafarer. 

"As for ghostes," he said, "can't swear I've ever 
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seed one, but no sailor-man, as have witnessed the 
Lord's wonders in the deep, would dare to doubt 'em." 
"Just picture a whole throng, my dear ! " 
John Cramphorn spoke. He was an ancient fisher, 
and his face might have stood for the Apostle Peter's; 
but it quite gave the He to his character, for this 
venerable man was hand in glove with the smugglers, 
had himself been a free-trader of renown, and now 
very gladly placed his wit and experience at the 
command of the younger generation. No word was 
ever whispered against him openly, and yet the 
rumour ran that Johnny had his share of every cargo 
successfully run upon these coasts, and that he was 
the guiding spirit ashore, while " Merry Jonathan," or 
Jonathan Godbeer of Daleham. captained on the 
water that obscure body known as the Daleham 
free-traders. 

With such a sailor as Jonathan afloat and such a 
wise-head as Mr. Cramphorn at home, the Ipcal 
smugglers earned a measure of fame that reached 
even to the Revenue. Indeed, at the moment of this 
story's opening, the little fishing village, with uneasy 
pride, was aware that a Preventive Officer had been 
appointed for its especial chastisement and control ; 
but none feared the issue. Every woman and child 
at Daleham knew that it would ask men of uncommon 
metal with hard heads and thick skulls to lay their 
local champions by the heels. 
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"Ess," said the white-bearded Cramphorn, "ghostes 
of men an* ghostes of hosses tu. Ban*t many parishes 
as can shaw 'e such a brave turn out of holy 
phantoms, I lay. You might have seed that ruin in 
the fir trees *pon top of the cliff as you comed down 
the hill p'raps? Wheer the fishermen's gardens be. 
Well, 'twas a famous mansion in the old days, though 
now sinked to a mere landmark for mackerel boats. 
But the Stapledons lived theer in times agone, an' 
lorded it awver all the land so far as Dartymouth, 'tis 
thought. Of course they died like theer neighbours, 
an* many a brave funeral passed out-along wheer I 
grow my bit of kale to-day. Yet no account taken 
till theer comed the terrible business of Lady Emma 
Stapledon — poor soul. Her was ordered by her cold- 
hearted faither to marry a Lunnon man for his money 
— a gay young youth of gert> renown, an' as big a 
rip as ever you see, an' a very evil character, but 
thousands of pounds in the bank to soften people's 
minds. Her wouldn't take him, however, an' peaked 
an* pined, till at last — two nights afore the marriage- 
day — her went out alone along that dangerous edge 
of cliff what be named the Devil's Tight-rope. In 
charity us'll say the poor maiden's foot slipped, 
though if it did, why for should her funeral walk ever 
since when January comes round ? Anyway it shows 
her had Christian burial no doubt, an' the funeral can 

be seen evermore — hosses an' men, hearse an* coffin, 
u 



290 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

Every moony night in January it may be marked 
stealin* like a fog awver the tilth by the old road 
from the ruined gates ; an' to see it only axes a pinch 
of faith in the beholder. IVe watched it scores o* 
dozens. o* times — all so black as sin an* silent as the 
grave. My sweat failed like rain fust time I seed it, 
but I minded how the Lord looks arter His awn. Of 
course an honest, church-going man's out o' the reach 
o* ghostes." 

Mr. Cramphorn stopped and buried his beautiful 
Roman nose in some rum and water. Then Mrs. 
Pearn, mistress of the " Golden Anchor," mended the 
fire, and a man, sitting in the ingle, asked a question. 

"Where's Jenifer to? Tis late for her to be out 
alone." 

The old woman answered : — 

" Gone up the hill for green stuff. Her laughs at 
all you silly men. I told her how 'twas the time for 
Lady Emma's death-coach ; but her said so long as 
they didn't want her to get in an' sit along wi' she, 
her'd not mind no death-coaches, nor ghostes neither." 

"*Tis very unseemly for a maid to talk so," declared 
the stranger gravely. "Them as flout spirits often 
have to pay an ugly reckoning." 

Others were also of this mind and Mr. Cramp- 
horn gave instances. 

" My stars ! You'm makin' me cream with fear, 
I'm sure," said Mrs. Pearn, after supping full on 
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their horrid recollections; *'best to go up the hill, 
Jonathan Godbeer, an' find the wench. 'Tis your 
work, seeing you'm tokened to her." ' 

The stranger started and cast a sharp glance where 
sat the man addressed. Merry Jonathan was a tall 
and square-built sailor with a curly head and an eye 
that looked all people squarely in the face. A crisp 
beard served to hide his true expression and the 
cloak of a smile, usually to be found upon his lips, 
concealed the tremendous determination of his 
countenance. Indeed he habitually hid behind a 
mask of loud and somewhat senseless laughter. But 
those who served him at his secret work and in times 
of peril, knew a different Jonathan, not to be de- 
scribed as " Merry." Now the man rose and grinned 
at the stranger amiably until his grey eyes were quite 
lost in rays of crinkled skin. He out-stared the other 
seafarer, as he made it a rule to out-stare all men ; 
then he prepared to obey his future mother-in-law. 

" Mustn't let my sweetheart be drove daft by " 

he began, when the inn door opened and a girl, with 
her hair fallen down her back and a terrified white 
face, appeared and almost dropped into Godbeer's 
arms. " Gude powers ! What's the matter, my dear 
maid ? " he cried. " Who've hurt 'e ? Who've dared ? 
Tell your Jonathan an' he'll smash the man like egg- 
shells — if 'tis a man." 

Jenifer clung to him hysterically and her teeth 
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chattered. They took her to the fire and her mother 
brought a tumbler of spirits and water at Mr. Cramp- 
horn's direction. 

"Oh my God, I knawed how 'twould be," wailed 
the old woman. " Her've seed what her didn't ought, 
an' now her 11 suffer for it ! " 

Jenifer was on her lover's lap by the fire and tears 
at last came to her eyes. Then she wept bitterly and 
found her tongue. 

" Put your arm around me," she said ; " close — 
close — Jonathan. I've seed it — Lady Emma's death- 
coach^-creeping awver the frozen ground up-along. 
It passed wi'in ten yards of where I was cutting cab- 
bages, an' never such cold I felt It have got to my 
heart an' I'll die — I knaw it" 

"You might have been mistook, young woman," 
said the blue-muzzled man, civilly; but she shook 
her head. 

" A gert hearse wi' feathers an' a tall man in front, 
an' four bosses all blacker'n the fir-wood they comed 
from. An' the moonlight shone through 'em where 
they moved away to the churchyard ; an' I fainted, 
I reckon, then come to an' sped away afore they 
returned." 

" They'd have been there again in an hour or two," 
declared old Cramphorn. "That's the way of it 
Ten o'clock or so they sets out, an' back they come 
by midnight or thereabouts." 



V 



WITH BELL, BOOK AND CANDLE 298 

Then the stranger rose to retire, but before doing 
so he declared his identity. 

" I may tell you, neighbours, that I be the Preven- 
tive Officer sent to work along with the cutter from 
Dartmouth. My name be Robert Bluett, an' Tm an 
old man-o'-war's man an* a West Countryman like- 
wise. An* I look to every honest chap amongst *e to 
help me in the King's name against law-breakers. 
So all's said." 

A murmur ran through the company. 

"Question is what be honest an' what ban't. 
Things ban't dishonest 'cause Parliament says so," 
growled a long-faced, sour man. " Free tradin's the 
right answer to wrongful laws, an* 'tis for them up- 
along to mend Justice, not rob us." 

Jonathan Godbeer, however, stoutly applauded 
Mr. Bluett. 

" I be just a simple fisherman myself," he said ; 
" but what I can do against they French rascals I will 
do. You may count upon me." 

Mr. Bluett regarded Johnny Cramphorn and saw 
that the patriarch's eyes were fixed on Godbeer and 
full of amazement 

" You to say that ! " he murmured, " you — when us 
all knows — but ban't no business of mine, thank the 
Lord. At least you may count upon an old man to 
stand by the King and his lawful laws, same as I 
always have and always will so long as I be spared." 
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Riotous laughter greeted these noble sentiments, 
and Bluett, vaguely aware that the company laughed 
as much with the ancient as at him, departed to bed. 
He was staying at the "Golden Anchor" until his 
lodgment at Daleham should be ready for him., 

II 

Great confusion, shouting and swearing kept 
Robert Bluett wakeful for some time, and next 
morning he learned the reason of it. As he walked 
early upon the quay before breakfast, tried to master 
the intricate coast-line at a glance and longed to be 
afloat that he might get a wider and juster view of 
the red and honeycombed cliffs, a woe-begone figure 
approached him — a bent and hobbling creature that 
crawled on two sticks, wore a three-cornered hat and 
had his right eye concealed by a big black patch. 
Only the flowing beard of Johnny Cramphom pro- 
claimed him. 

"God save you. Master Bluett, or I should say 
* Cap*n Bluett,' " he began. " The very mai^ I wanted 
for to see." 

"Who's been clawing you?" asked the Excise 
Officer. 

" Who but the Dowl's own anointed ? You heard 
the tantara in the tap-room? Well, 'twas upon an 
aged piece like me they varmints failed like heathen 
wolves. Look here ! " 



^ 
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He lifted his patch and showed a pale blue eye 
set in a bruise as black as ink. Thus seen it sug- 
gested a jackdaw's. 

"Jonathan Godbeer's hand done that — the Lord 
judge un ! Wi' his bullock's fist he knocked me 
down, 'cause I withstood un to his face, like the 
prophet withstood David." 

"Ban't no quarrel of mine," said Mr. Bluett, 
"though if all I hear be true, me an' Godbeer may 
fall out afore the world's much older." 

"Ess — if you'm honest, you'll fall out wi' him. 
'Twas honesty brought me these cruel bruises. 
When you'd gone, I rose in my wrath an' axed un 
how he dared to He to you so open ; then he smote 
me. 

Mr. Bluett's natural probity here led him into 
unwisdom. 

" To be plain," he said, " I haven't heard no very 
good account of you neither." 

" Ah, 'tis so hard to get away from one's sins ! I'll 
be honest, Cap'n, same as you be," answered Mr. 
Cramphorn. '* I doan't deny but I've been a free- 
trader in my time, though 'twas little enough ever I 
made by it but a score on the wrong side of the Book 
o' Life. But I've long been weary of ill-doing and 
be set 'pon the right road this many years, as Parson 
Yates will tell 'e. 'Twas for the cause of right I got 
these blows — same as Paul his stripes — an' though 




296 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

I've been that man's friend in time past, now I'm 
gwaine to take vengeance against un, an' next time 
I hears tell of his games, you'll be the fust to 
know it." 

" That will suit me very well," answered Bluett. 

" An' I ax you to back me up an' protect me 
henceforth in the King's name," continued Johnny. 
" To think of a man as would wallop an old blid like 
me! No better'n a murderer — there he is now! 
Doan't you go away from me till he've passed 
us by." 

Jonathan Godbeer walked along the quay to the 
boats. He scowled at old Cramphorn and touched 
his hat to the officer. 

" Marnin', sir ! I see thicky old rat have got 'e by 
the ear. I thrashed un last night, ancient though he 
be, for calling me a smuggler afore the company ; an* 
I'll thrash un every time he dares to do the like. 
Take care how you put your trust in him, for the 
Faither of Lies be a fule to that man. He never 
done nobody a gude turn in's life ; though he'll get a 
gude turn yet hisself when the cart goes from under 
him an' leaves him dancin' 'pon a rope. I warn 'e 
against un for all his white beard ! " 

Jonathan grinned at his own prophecy and de- 
parted ; Cramphorn shook his fist and chattered 
curses ; and Mr. Bluett went upon his way. He was 
puzzled but not ill-pleased. 
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" When thieves fall out, honest men come by theer 
own," he reflected, and returned to breakfast. 

Jenifer Peam waited upon him at his meal and 
took occasion to give Mr. Bluett yet another version 
of the brawl that had troubled his slumbers over 
night ; but as she loved Merry Jonathan, her story 
redounded little to the smuggler's discredit. 

" They all want to be your friends," she explained ; 
"but, except my Jonathan, theer ban't a pin to 
choose among *em. He'm honest as daylight." 

Mr. Bluett thereupon changed the subject, and 
trusted that Jenifer was none the worse for her 
fright. The girl had a dark, keen face, was built 
generously and evidently enjoyed unusual physical 
strength for a woman. Yet the old sailor recollected 
that she had been no more than a pleasant armful 
for her future husband. 

" I be well again," she said, " yet I wish I hadn't 
seen no such dreadful contrivance, I'm sure. *Tis a 
very sad thing an* mother sez how Parson Yates did 
ought to be axed to faace they phantoms in the name 
of the Lord wi' a bell, a book an' a cannel, 'cordin' to 
the right an* holy way in such matters. But Gran*- 
faither Newte an* Toby Pearn, my great-uncle, an' a 
gude few other auld parties say that Lady Emma's 
funeral be the chiefest glory of Daleham an* 'twould 
be a thousand pities to go an* lay it wi* a bit of 
parson*s work.** 
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The officer was interested. 

" For my part/' he said, " I think if the poor soul 
killed Herself two hundred years ago, *tis time her 
was laid peaceful an' reg'lar as by law appointed. 
*Tis all us can do for ghostes ; to lay 'em ; an' even 
then it axes a clergyman. An' the holiest have 
got to mind theer p's an' ^'s, for, make a mistake, an' 
so like as not they'm tored to pieces for their trouble." 

" I'd rather not hear tell no more about it," an- 
swered Jenifer, shivering and looking uneasily about 
her. " But this I knaw ; Parson Yates ban't the man 
for the job — so meek as Moses he be, an' would run 
from a goose, let alone a ghostey." 

" If 'tis proved his duty, he've got to faace it, how- 
ever, — same as all of us has got to faace our duty," 
declared Mr. Bluett. 

Ill 

A week elapsed and the tragic dispute between 
Merry Jonathan and his ancient ally grew into a nine 
days' wonder. That the newcome representative of 
law was responsible for their quarrel none doubted, 
for Mr. Bluett had arrived in an hour not auspicious 
from the smugglers* standpoint. He was at Daleham 
a fortnight earlier than most people expected him, 
and the presence of himself and his mates had 
threatened directly to interfere with greater matters 
than he guessed. Yet the secret of a cargo, its 
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arrival nigh Daleham and the hour and place, now 
came frankly into Robert Bluett's keeping, since old 
Cramphorn — his friendship turned to gall under 
Godbeer s heavy hands — for once followed the un- 
familiar paths of rectitude. So, at least, he declared 
to the Exciseman, though even Mr. Bluett, whose 
mind was cast in simple mould, perceived that a 
private hatred and a private grudge were responsible 
for the patriarch's treachery, rather than any desire 
to do right. It was mention of his former partner 
that always stung old Johnny into passion, made his 
beard shake and his voice go shrill and cracked. 

" A mighty haul of French fishes — brandy — baccy 
lace an' such like; an' now I'm a changed man an' 
shall take no part," he explained to his new friend. 

"Theer's foreign fal-lals 'bout that young woman 
to the inn," said Mr. Bluett "Stuff that never 
comed honest about her neck, I'll swear." 

" His gift. They'm tokened, though God send 
you'll lay un by the heels an' show her the mistake 
she'm makin' in time. An' now listen, for I doan't 
want to be seen with you in public no more. When 
I quarrelled with the man, — Godbeer, — I knowed 
he'd change the appointed date ; an' sure enough he 
did so. But theer's wan hand of his crew — no call 
to name names — who be on my side ; an' he've told 
me the real date. Which that is Wednesday next, if 
this here north-east wind holds." 
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" That's the day I be taking my men to Dartmouth." 

"D*you think Merry Jonathan doan't know that? 
He knows everything. He knows I be talkin' to 
'e now ; but he doan't know what I've told 'e ; and 
he'd be ravin' mad if he did." 

" Us mustn't go to Dartmouth then." 

" No fay ! But you must let him think you have. 
You must start by day an' get back after dusk an' lie 
by the cliff roads — some of your chaps by each ; for 
theer ban't no other ways up. An' the Dartymouth 
cutter must slip out the moment after dimpsy light ; 
an* wi' any luck you'll take the Frenchman tu. Of 
course Wednesday be the day Cap'n Wade always 
sails west wi' the cutter. He'm such a man of method 
that the smugglers know to a mile wheer the fool be, 
so reg'lar as they know moon an' tides." 

" I'll change all that," declared Bluett. 

" An' best begin Wednesday ; an' you must swear 
on your dying oath my name doan't come out. For 
Jonathan would swing for me, so cheerful as a flea, if 
he heard I'd informed." 

The officer regarded Johnny with stem contempt. 

" The dirty work of the world have got to be done; 
an' your breed never dies," he said; "you're not nice, 
but you're needful — like vultures an' jackals as I've 
seed around foreign ports. No, I'll not name you." 

"As to reward? Theer's my friend tu, as have 
told me the secret. 'Tis right us should get our 
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deserts for smashing that cowardly dog. An' God, 
he knows how poor I be. But theer*!! be a thousand 
golden guineas in it for you, so like as not ; an' if you 
take the foreigner, her'll be worth a Jew's-eye, for she's 
a butivul thing by all accounts, though if the cutter 
catches her 'twill be by stealth, not salin'." 

"'Twould make a stir," admitted the other, 
cautiously. Then a sudden wave of suspicion 
crossed his mind. 

"If you're lying to me, you'll repent it," he said. 

"Judge by what I lose," retorted the old man, 
almost tearfully. "To put this harvest into your 
hands is to rob my own pocket. Baccy an' winter 
drinkin' — I give up all for the hate I bear against that 
man. But take my word or leave it." 

Old Cramphorn's bitterness of expression and the 
lean fist raised and shaken at Merry Jonathan's empty 
boat hard by, went far to convince Mr. Bluett That 
day he hired a horse and rode over to Dartmouth and 
in the evening met his secret accomplice again among 
the usual crowd at the bar of the " Golden Anchor." 
Jonathan Godbeer was not present, but the rest of 
the company now knew the officer by name and 
treated him with outward civility and respect. 

The conversation ran on Lady Emma's death- 
coach. Even Parson Yates had been awakened 
from his abstracted existence by the reports of this 
singular apparition, for many had seen it of late and 
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not a few fearfully approached their pastor upon the 
subject. That evening, indeed, the folk awaited news 
of some definite decision from Daleham's spiritual 
leader, because, as Jenifer Pearn told the Exciseman, 
though certain ancient celebrities had objected to 
interference with a vision so historical, others held it 
a scandal that any patrician maiden's spirit should 
thus continue to revisit the scenes of her life and 
taking off. Greater matters occupied Robert Bluett's 
mind, but, sailor-like, he loved a ghost, and his life 
had not changed the superstitious nature of him. He 
listened with the rest, therefore, while Johnny related 
what had passed between himself and the clergyman. 

" Twas hard to shake sense into the old gen'leman. 
He doan't want to believe it, though theer's his open 
Bible staring him in the face every day of his life. 
But a man's reason be nought against the pull of 
conscience ; so he'm gwaine up-along to see for his- 
self. Then, if the things do appear to his sight, he'll 
go forth in the name of the Lord to quench 'em." 

" He'll never do it — such a timorous man as him," 
said Mrs. Pearn ; but Cramphorn assured him that 
the deed was done. 

" He've gone to-night. I started along with un. 
* Shall I come with 'e, your reverence ? ' I axed him. 
An' he said * No,* though he'd have liked to say *Ess.' 
*Who wants man's aid if his hand be in his Mas- 
ter's ? ' he sez to me. * Not your reverence, that's 
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sartain/ I sez to him. Then he went up-along and I 
corned in here." 

Conversation continued and then, some half an 
hour later, a little man in clerical costume, with tiny 
legs that shook beneath him, suddenly entered the 
inn. He was very pale and blinked at the blazing oil 
lamp above the bar. 

"'Tis his reverence's self!" cried Mrs. Pearn. 

" No less, my good woman, no less. A glass of 
your best brandy, please. I — I " 

" You'm gallied — you'm likewise skeered. I see it 
in your worshipful manner of shaking below the 
knee. I wish to God you had let me go along with 'e. 
But, my stars! you must have comed down Red Hill 
properly quick, if so be you went to the top of un." 

" I did descend quickly, John Cramphorn. I have 
no hesitation in declaring that never have I come 
down that hill so fast before. The Lord looked to it 
that I dashed not my foot against a stone. And, 
furthermore, this apparition is no mere conceit of 
ignorance or bucolic fancy ; I myself, my friends, 
have seen it; and I heartily wish that I had not 
done so." 

" Pass the glass to his reverence, Jenifer, will *e ; 
an' get you out of the armchair, Toby, an* let minis- 
ter come by the fire. I've put in hot water an' sugar 
an' the brandy be " 

She stopped. All men knew the brandy of the 
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"Golden Anchor," but it was not considered good 
manners to criticise it. 

Mr. Yates drank, then colour returned to his little 
grey face and he passed his glass for a second dose. 

" I could discourse upon this theme at very consider- 
able length," he said ; " but the matter calls for deeds 
rather than words, or perhaps I should say both." 

"No doubt, as a man of God, your duty* do lie 
clear afore you, if I may say so respectful," 
ventured Robert Bluett; and the pastor admitted 
that it was so. 

"By the help of Heaven these unhappy beings, 
that here dwell midway between earth and heaven, 
must be laid to rest," he said. " Thaumaturgy, or 
working of miracles, can only still subsist at the 
desire of Jehovah, and if He wills that I liberate 
these funereal spirits to their rest, I can do it, not 
otherwise." 

" I lay youll do it, such a holy man as you," fore- 
told Johnny Cramphorn, genially. 

" But, for God's love, don't mess it up," added Mr. 
Bluett, " 'cause if you make any error, they'll rend 'e 
to tatters." 

" If Heaven wills and my health permits, I go on 
Tuesday night in all the dignity and power of my 
calling," declared Parson Yates; "and now I will 
thank you to see me home, such among you as jour- 
ney on my way." 



\ 
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A few men departed with their pastor ; Cramp- 
horn settled to his last pipe and glass beside the fire ; 
and Robert Bluett went upon his nocturnal duties. 
For, since his arrival, things were mightily changed 
at Daleham ; keen eyes never closed on sea or land ; 
most perfect cordons had been established and a sure 
system extended far to east and west. It was ad- 
mitted that with such parole of cliffs and coombs, 
such searching scrutiny by night and day of every 
dark lane, lonely road and seaward-facing cavern, that 
not so much as a runlet of spirits could swim un- 
recorded into Daleham or ride out of it. 

How Merry Jonathan under these distracting cir- 
cumstances could continue to be merry, his friends 
and neighbours wondered. Indeed, twice within a 
week he had brought back from the sea pollock and 
conger — his legitimate objects of pursuit at this 
season. But that Jonathan Godbeer should sell fish 
was a significant sign of the times, and already folks 
said that Mr. Cramphorn was avenged. 

IV 

Gentle snow fell through a grey night as a party 
of men and women marched up Red Hill upon the 
following Tuesday evening. An invisible moon made 
all this clear. Parson Yates led the way with his 
cassock hitched out of the snow and with a stout boy 
on either side of him. One lad bore a candle, and the 
other a little bell. 
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" Butivul night for a holy deed, Vm sure," said Mr. 
Cramphorn. Mrs. Pearn, Jenifer and Mr. Bluett 
walked beside him and a dozen villagers accompanied 
them. The matter, however, at their pastor's desire, 
had been kept as far as possible from the general ear. 

** I hope as you'm lookin* sharp to the roads an' 
the quay an' Smugglers' Lane as usual," whispered 
Johnny to Robert Bluett. " Some long tongue be 
sure to blab this business ; an' if the Frenchman's 
laying off, they might signal her in to-night, 'stead of 
to-morrow." 

" Not so much as a sea-otter could go from sea to 
shore without one of my men would know it," 
answered the other. 

" Then a great load be off my mind, I assure 'e." 

Red Hill above Daleham was a sandstone bluff 
that sprang up near three hundred feet abruptly 
from the sea, and, save at low tides, deep water 
always ran beneath. Upon its head a rough tonsure 
of wind-worn pine trees circled the grey ruins of 
Stapledon manor-house, and inland therefrom ex- 
tended the fishermen's gardens and stretched two 
roads. One of these ways led to Daleham Church 
and the country ; the other was that up which Parson 
Yates and his company now climbed from the village. 

" Here will we stand," said the good man, " and 
should anything in the nature of a superhuman 
visitatioa occur, you must light your candle, Richard 
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Trout, and you, Noah Collins, after I have lifted my 
voice the first time, must strike upon the bell thrice 
— for each Person of the Ever-blessed Trinity. And 
see no wax falls from the candle on to my book, boy." 

They drew up outside the belt of fir and all 
endured half an hour of misery, for the snow, though 
slight, persisted and the air and earth were bitter 
cold. Presently, however, the snow thinned to 
scattered flakes, then stopped ; a star stole out and 
touched the white carpet with silver. Then came the 
beat of the church clock telling ten, and, as if in 
answer, a sigh ran through the woods, and gloomy 
figures moved beneath the trees. 

Silent as a dream and darker than night itself 
against the snow, a black pageant crept from the 
forest, and crossed the open land. One tall figure, 
above man's common stature, moved in front, and 
following him came horses that drew a plumed 
hearse, while certain footmen moved orderly behind. 
Then did Dick Trout, with shaking blue fingers, 
strike tinder and make a flame, and Noah Collins pre- 
pared to beat a triple tattoo upon his bell. Only Mr. 
Yates himself unhappily failed at the critical pinch. 

" Give it 'em ; give it to 'em, my dear soul, or 
they'll be gone I " implored Mr. Cramphorn in frantic 
accents. But the little man had dropped his book 
from a numbed and shaking hand, and, by the time 
he had picked it up again, the ghostly funeral was 
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sweeping along the church road, already half 
swallowed up by night. 

" I lacked the power of speech," stuttered Mr. 
Yates. " I cannot deny it — the spirit of fear came 
upon me and I dropped my book." 

" Give 'em a broadside coming back, your reverence 
— if 'tis true as they do come back," suggested Bluett. 

Twenty minutes later a man approached by the 
road from the church, and Cramphorn eagerly in- 
quired of him whether he had seen the funeral. 

" Funeral ? No, I seed no funeral," answered the 
voice of Merry Jonathan. "Be that Parson Yates 
huntin' ghostes again ? " 

" We have come to liberate these unhappy phan- 
toms and so far failed. They passed before I 
summoned presence of mind to address them." 

" * Passed ? ' When ? Why for didn't I see 'em ? " 

" You ! " snorted Johnny Cramphorn. " Who be 
the likes of you to see such holy things ? " 

Jonathan growled and approached Jenifer and her 
mother. 

" Best you women come home, else you'll get your 
nozes frozen off, an' the spirits won't thaw 'em for 
'e, 'cepting those at home." 

" Let us have no irreverence, Jonathan Godbeer," 
said the clergyman. ** You will do better to add your 
prayers to ours, that my courage may be sustained 
and my voice strengthened for the coming ordeal." 



\ 
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The captain of the smugglers did not answer, but 
strode forth and walked over white ground lately 
traversed by the procession of spirits. 

" Doan't 'e cross theer track, my dear man," cried 
Mrs. Pearn ; " else ten to one they'll blast 'e crooked 
for the rest of your days ! " 

But her caution came too late. Godbeer stood and 
gazed upon the snow where the spectral hearse had 
passed. Then he lifted his voice and shouted with 
all his might. 

"Gauger Bluett! Gauger Bluett! This here be 
your job, not parson's. Quick, man, quick ! Ghostes 
or no ghostes, the snow's took their shoe marks if I 
see right. Boots an' hoofs an' wheels — no bogies 
them. Ha-ha ! the spirits that passed along here was 
inside the hearse, not outside ! " 

The Exciseman and others rushed forward to find 
Merry Jonathan's words were true, fpr the new-fallen 
snow had been trampled with feet of men and horses, 
and seamed with tracks of heavy wheels. 

** Theer now ! I've often thought they rascals 
might have 'e that way, Cap'n," said Godbeer, with 
deep concern. " To think of the wickedness o' the 
world! Just come in the trees behind the ruin. 
'Tweern't my business, of course, but more'n wance 
walkin' 'pon the beach below, takin' the air at low 
tide, I've looked up at the face of the cliff" by night 
and fancied I seed ropes pulling things up the preci- 



810 KNOCK AT A VENTURE 

pice. Then I thought, * No — surely not Can't be 
no hookem-snivey doings under darkness wi' such a 
man as Cap'n Bluett amongst us." 

Jonathan grinned and the moon came out and 
touched his white teeth. Cramphorn held up a lan- 
tern, and Bluett himself uttered words not seemly for 
the ear of Parson Yates. 

Then he turned to follow the direction of the 
smugglers* funeral. 

" I bid every honest man come along with me in 
the King's name/' he cried "Them as have done 
this deed shall smart for theer night's work yet ! " 

" Us'll all help 'e heart an' soul, I'm sure," declared 
Merry Jonathan. " We'm a thought behind the rogues, 
I fear. But what's that with right 'pon our side ? " 

They scrambled and hastened along the rutted 
snow, and Cramphorn and Godbeer commented in 
cheerful chorus on the event as they trotted beside • 
the furious officer. 

" What I'm fearin' is that these scamps have been 
at theer games all the week," gasped the aged 
Johnny while he shuffled forward. " Theer's a dark 
plot against our good name, and while we've all been 
countin' to rub it in to-morrow night, they've run theer ' 
cargo and hid it in the ruin of the Manor this long- 
ful time — pulled it up the cliff an' been takin' it away 
reg'lar night after night, while honest men was on the 
watch — some place else." 
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"Makes me near burst wi' rage," said Jonathan, 
** an* all them fine fellows ready, an* the cutter saiHn' 
about over the sea so butivul ! An' perhaps the 
cargo was run that very night Cap'n Bluett comed 
amongst us at the * Golden Anchor,' an' told us what 
a great man he was. All play-actin', an' even my 
own girl Jenifer to come home so frightened. To 
think a man's own girl would deceive him so 
wicked ! " 

'* Wi' Pastor Yates at his post tu, tryin' so hard to 
larn us all better ! " panted Cramphorn. 

Now ahead loomed a huge black object where 
crossways met at a lonely spot nearly a mile inland. 
It was empty and proved to be the skeleton of a farm 
waggon painted black, boarded up, and adorned with 
tufts of shavings dipped in tar. The snow had been 
trampled for twenty yards round about it, and indica- 
tions of other wheels diverged landward on three 
sides into the night. 

Cramphorn, Godbeer and Robert Bluett, now far 
ahead of their companions, stood before this spectacle. 

" They've done you by G — ! " gasped the old man. 
"An' to think of all your bold heroes with theer 
swords an' cutlasses an' pistols a-sitting freezing in 
every lane and by every drain an' rat-hole around the 
village ! 'Tis amazin' such things be allowed to fall 
out." 

The officer did not answer. He had seen the 
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ancient and Godbeer grin amiably each upon the 
other, and now his thick skull appreciated the truth, 
and he turned to chew his gall alone. 

Merry Jonathan shouted after him. 

"Ten to one they'll tell 'e that Maypole chap as 
walked in front of the funeral was a man by the 
name of Godbeer. But don't you b'lieve it, Cap*n. 
You'll never catch me an' Master Cramphorn in no 
such job." 

" Though we've made up our difference, as becomes 
Christian men," declared Johnny. 

Bluett turned and addressed them. 

" They cry loudest who cry last," he said. " The 
stones be piled as'll hold you tight yet, you bowl- 
dacious thieves ; an' the wood be seasoned as you'll 
swing from." 

Cramphorn wagged his beard. 

" My stars ! Hark to un ! Theer's a sour temper! 
Theer's sorry thanks for all we've done ! 'Tis a very 
thankless generation for sartain. Gimme your arm 
back-along, Merry. We'm most tu good to mix wi' 
common men — you an' me — that's the naked truth 
of it" 
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tratioDS by Harrv B» Nbilson. Crovm 
Zvo. 3^ . 6d, 

Buckton (A. M.). THE BURDEN OF 
ENGELA : a Ballad-Epic. Second Edi- 
tion, Crown Zvo. y, 6k, net. 

EAGER HEART : A Mystery Play. Third 
Edition, Crown Zvo, is. net. 

Budge (E. A. WallisX THE GODS OF 
THE EGYPTIANS. With over loo 
Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. 
Two Vohtntes, Royal ^o* ^^^ %s. net. 

Boll (Paul), Army Chaplain. GOD AND 
OUR SOLDIERS. Crown Svo. Ss. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Bulley (MiSSX See Social Questions Series. 

Bunyan ( Jolm). THE. PILGRIM'S PRO- 
GRESS. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by C H. Firth, M.A. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by R. Anning Bell. Cr. Bvo, 6s, 
See also Library of Devotion and Methuen's 
Standard Library. 

Burch (O. J.). M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown Bvo, v* 

Burgess (Gelett). GOOPS AND Aow 

TO BE THEM. With numerous lUustra- 

tions. Small ^o, 6s, 
Burke (Edmima). See Methuen's Standard 

Libraiy. 
Bum (A. E.), D.D., Prebendary of Lichfield. 

See Handbooks of Theology. 
Bum (J. H.), B. D. See Library of Devotion. 
*Bumand (Sir F. C). RECORDS AND 

REMINISCENCES, PERSONAL AND 

GENERAL. With a Portrait by H. v. 

Hbrkombr. Crown Bvo, Fourth and 

Cheaper Edition, . 6j. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Bums (Aobert), the poems of. 

Edited by Andrew Lang and W. A. 
Craigie. With Portrait. Third Edition. 
Demy SvOtgilt top, 6s. 

Bumside (W. F.J, M.A. OLD TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Crown Svo. 3s, 6d. 

Burton (Alfired). See illustrated Pocket 
Library. 

*BU88ell (F. W.), D.D., Fellow and Vice- 
President of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
CHRISTIAN THEOLOGYAND 
SOCIAL PROGRESS: The Bamp- 
ton Lectures for 1905. Demy Zvo» zar. 6d, 
net. 

Butler (Joseph). See Methuen's Standard 
Library. 

Caldecott (Alfired), D.D. See Handbooks 
of Theoloey. 

CalderW00a(D. 8.), Headmaster of the Nor- 
mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
packets of 40, with Answers, xx. each. Or 
in three Books, price ad,^ ad,^ and ^ 



Oarlyle (Thoanas). 

VOLUTION. 



OambridM (Ada) [Itrs. Cross], thirty 

YEARS IN AUSTRALIA. Demy Bvo 

7*. 6d. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Canning ((Seorce). See Little Library. 
Capey (£. F. H^- See Oxford Biographies. 
Careless (Jolm). See illustrated Pocket 

Library. 

- _ — - THE FRENCH RE- 

Edited by C R. L. 

Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen College, 

Oxford. Three Volumes. Crown Bvo. iBs. 
THE LIFE AND LETl'ERS OF OLIVER 

CROMWELL. With an Introduction 

by C. H. Firth, M.A., and Notes and 

Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three 

Volumes. Demy Bvo, xBs. net, 
C^lyle (R. M. and A. J.), M.A. See 

Leaders of Religion. 

^Carpenter (Margaret), the child 

IN ART. With numerous Illustrations. 
Crown Bvo, 6s. 

(mamberlin (WUbnr B). ORDERED 

TO CHINA. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Channer (G. C.) and Roberts (M. E.X 

LACE-MAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full- 
page Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d. 
Chamrton (Tlionias). See Methuen's 
Standard Library. 

cniesterfleld (Lord), THE LETTifiRS OF, 

TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduc- 
tion by C. Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Calthrop. Two Volumes. Cr. Bvo. izs. 

*Cliesterton (a. K.). dickens, with 

Portraits and Illustrations. Demy Bvo. 

js, 6d. net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
CJliristian (F. W.) THE CAROLINE 

ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and 

Maps. Demy Bvo. J2s. 6d. net. 
CSicerO. See Classical Translations. 
Clarke. (F. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion. 

Cleather (A. L.) and Crump (B.). 

RICHARD WAGNERS MUSIC 
DRAMAS : Interpretations, embodying 
Wagner's own explanations. In Four 
Volumes. Fcap Bvo, 2s, 6d. each. 
Vol. I.— >Thb Ring op the Nibelung. 
Vol. II. — Parsifal, Lohengrin, and 

The Holy Grail. 
•Vol. III. — Tristan and Isolds. 
Clinch (O.) See The Little Guides. 
ClOUgh (W. T.), See Junior School Books. 
Coast (W. O), B.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN VERGIL. CrownBvo, as, 
Cobb (T.). See Little Blue Books. 
♦Cobb (W. T,\ M.A. THE BOOK OF 
PSALMS: with a Ck>mmentary. Demy 
Bvo, xos, 6d. net, 
*G0UKridge<8.T.), SELECTIONS FROM. 
Edited by Axthur Svmons. Fcap, Bvo,^ 
as* 6d, neL 
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Ck>lUnB (W. E.)* ^lA. See Churchman's 
Library. 

CMLoxma. HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI- 
PHILI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. Folio. Three Guineas net, 

CkimlM (William). See illustrated Pocket 
Library. 

Ck>Ok (A. M .)> M. A. See £. C. Marchant. 

Cooke-Taylor (B. W-X See Social Ques- 
tions Series. 

Oorelli(Maxie). THE PASSING OF THE 

GREAT QUEEN: A Tribute to the 
Noble Life of Victoria Regina. Small 

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Stn.Ato. u. 
Corkran (AliceX See Little Books on Art. 

CotesCRosexxiaxy). dante'S garden. 

With a Frontispiece. Second Edition, 
Fcap. Zvo, 2f. dd.; leather ^ 3X. 6^. net. 

BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece 
and Plan. Fcap. Svo, os. 6d, net, 

Oowley (Alnraham). See Little Library. 

^Cowper (WUliam), the poems of. 

Edited with an Introduction and Notes by 
J. C. Bailby, M.A. With Illustrations, 
including two unpublished designs by 
William Blake. Two Volumes, Demy 
Svo xox. 6d. net. 

Cox (J. Charles), LL. D. , F. S. A. See Little 
Guides, The Antiquary's Books, and Ancient 
Cities. 

Cox (Harold), B.A. See Social Questions 
Series. 

Crabbe (George). See Little Library. 

Craigie(W. A.). A primer of burns. 

Crown Svo. 2J. 6d. 
Craik(Mr8.). See Little Library. 
Crasliaw (Richard). See Little Library. 
Crawford (F. G.). See Mary C. Danson. 
Crouch. (W.). BRYAN KING. With a 

Portrait. Crown Svo. 3s. 6d. net. 

Cruikshank (G.) THE loving bal- 
lad OF LORD BATEMAN. With 11 
Plates. Crown j6mo. is. 6d. net. 

From the edition published by C. Tilt, 
i8zi. 

Crump (B.). See A. L. Cleather. 

Cunliffe (F. H. E.), Fellow of All Souls' 
College, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
THE BOER WAR. With many lUus- 
trations. Plans, and Portraits. In s vols. 
Quarto, i^s. each. 

CttvtS (E. L.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

Daniell (G. W.).| M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (F. 

G.). FATHERS IN THE FAITH. 
Small Svo is. 6d. 

Bante. LA commedia di dantk 

• The Italian Text edited by Paget Toynbbe, 
M.A.,D.Litt. Crown Svo, 6«w. '• • •.; 



*THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE." 

Translated into Spenserian Prose by C«. 

Gordon Wright. With the Italian text. 

Fcaj^, Svo, as. 6d. net. 
See also Paget Tqynbee and Little Library. 
Darley (Qeorge), See Little Library. 
*D'Argr (B. R), M.A. A NEW TRIGON- 

OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. Crown 

Svo, a; . 6d, 
Davenport (CTril). See Connoisseur's 

Libraryand Little Books on Art. 
*Dayl8 (H. W. C), M.A., Fellow and Tutor 

of Balliol College, Author of * Charlemagne.' 

ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 

AND ANGEVINS: 1066-1072. With 

Maps and Illustrations. Demy Svo, xos. 6d. 

net, 
Dawson (A. J.). MOROCCO. Being a 

bundle of jottings, notes, impressions, 

tales, and tributes. With many Illustra- 
tions. Demy Svo, los. 6d. net, 
Deane (A. C). See Little Library. 
DelbOB (LeonX THE METRIC SYSTEM. 

Crown Svo. zs. 
Demosthenes. THE OLYNTHI ACS AND 

PHILIPPICS. Translated upon a new 

principle by Otho Holland Croum Svo. 

7S. 6a. 
Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND 

CALLICLES. Edited with Notes and 

Vocabulary, by F. Darwin Swift, M.A. 

Fcap. Svo. 2J. 
Dickens (Charles). See Little Library and 

Illustrated Pocket Library. 
Dickinson (Emily). POEMS. First Series. 

Crown Svo. 4s. 6d. net. 
Dickinson (G. L.). M.A., Fellow of King's 

College, Cambridge. THE GREEK 

VIEW OF LIFE. Third Edition. 

Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. 
Dickson (H. N.), F.R.S.E., F.R.Met. Soc. 

METEOROLOGY. Illustrated. Crown 

Svo. zs. 6d. 
Dilke (Lady). See Social Questions Series. 
Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur's Lilnrary. 
Ditchfleld(P. H.), M.A., F.S.A. 
THE STORY OF OUR ENGLISH 

TOWNS. With an Introduction by 

Augustus Jessopp, D.D. Second Edition, 

Crown Svo. €s. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 

the Present Time. Crown Svo, 6s, See 

also Methuen's Half-crown Library. 
Dixon (W. M.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. Second Edition, Crown 

Svo, 2S. 6d. 
ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 

BROWNING. Second Edition. Crown 

Svo, 2f . 6d, 
Dole (N. H.).. FAMOUS COMPOSERS. 

With Portraits. Two Volumes, Demy 

Svo. i9S, net, 

*Doney(May). songs of the real. 

. Crown Szw, zs. 6d, net* 
A volume of poems. 
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Xk>ngla8 <JamM). th£ man in the 

PULPIT. CroTvn Zvo, m. 6d, mi. 

DOWden (J.)t D.D., Lord Bishop of £din. 
burgh. See Churchman's Library. 

Drage (G.) See Books on Business. 

Driver (S. R.),D.D., D.C.L., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Crown tvo, (a. 
See also Westminster Commentaries. 

Dryhnrst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 

DugUid (CbarlesX See Books on Business. 

Duncan (S. J.) (Mrs. Cotbs), Author of * A 
VoyageofConsolation.' ON THE OTHER 
SIDE OF THE LATCH. Second Edition, 
Cromh Zvo, 6s. 

Dunn (J. T.X D. So. , and Mnndella (V. A). 

GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With 2x4 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo. %s. 6d, 
Dunstan (A. B.), B.Sc. See Junior School 
Books. 

Durham CThe Earl of). A REPORT ON 

CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 
Demy Zvo. as. 6d. net. 

Dutt m, AX A POPULAR GUIDE TO 
NORFOLK. Medium Svo. 6d. net. 

THE NORFOLK BROADS. With 
coloured and other Illustrations by Frank 
SouTHGATB. Lar^e Demy Bvc, 6s. See 
also The Little Guides. 

Earle (John), Bishop of Salisbury. M ICRO- 
COSMOGRAPHIE, or A PIECE OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED; m 
EssAYBs AND Charactsrs. Pffst i6mo. 
as net. 

Edmonds, (Uajor J. E.), R.E. ; D.A.Q.- 
M.G. See W. Birkbeck Wood. 

Edwards (Clement). See Social Questions 
Series. 

Edwards (W. Douglas). See Ck>mmercial 
Series. 

Egan (Pierce). See illustrated Pocket 
Library. 

*Egerton (H. E.), M. A A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Issue. Demy %V6, js. 6d, net. 
A Colonial Edition is aUo published. 

Ellaby (C. G.). See The Little Guides. 

EUertOn (F. O.). See S. J. Stone. 

EUwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Eiurol (E.). A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
LITERATURE: From its Beginning to 
Tennyson. Translated from the German. 
Demy Bvo. js. 6d. net, 

'Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI, 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight, repleni^ed with most wholesome 
pre(^>ts, nuule by the famotis clerk Erasmns 
ci Roteraame, to the which is added a new 
and marvellous profitable jMreface. 



From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Worde for John Byddell, 1533. J'ca/, Bvo. 
y. 6d. net. 

Fairbrother (W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Seamd 
Edition. Crown Bzw. 35. 6d. 

Farrer (Reginald). THE GARDEN OF 

ASIA. Second Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Ferrier (SusanX See Little Library. 

Fidler <T. Claxton), M.Inst. C.E. See 
Books on Business. 

Fielding (Henry). See Methuen's Standard 
Library. 

Fimi ([S. W.), M. A See Junior Examination 
Series. 

Firth (C. H.). M.A CROMWELL'S 
. ARMY: A History of the EnglUh Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

Fisher (G. W.). M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. Demy Bvo. jos. 6d. , 

FitzGerald (Edward). therubaiyAt 

OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from 
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com- 
mentary by Mrs. Stephen Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar b^ E. D. Ross. Crown 
Bvo. 6s. See also Miniature Library. 

Flecker (W. H.), M.A, D.C.L., Headmaster 
of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENT'S PRAYER BOOK. 
Part I. MoKNiNG AND Evening Prayer 
AND Litany. With ah Introduction and 
Notes. Crown Bvo, zs. 6d. 

Flux (A W.), M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M'Gill Universitv, 
Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES. 
Demy Bvo. js. 6d. net. 

Fortescue (Burs. G.) See Little Books on 
Art. 

Fraser (David). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIGN ; OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Fraser (J. F.). ROUND THE WORLD 
ON A WHEEL. With xoo Illustrations. 

. Fourth Edition ^ Crown Bvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

French (W.), M. A. See Textbooks of Tech- 
nology. 

Freudenreich (Ed. yon). DAIRY bac- 
teriology. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. 'Translated by J. R. 
AiNSWORTH Davis, M.A. Second Edition 
Revised. Crown Bvo. 2s. 6d. 

Fulford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

C. a. and F. C. O. JOHN BULL'S AD- 
VENTURES IN THE FISCAL WON- 
DERLAND. By Charles Geake. With 
46 Illustrations by F. Carruthbrs Gould. 
Second Edition. CrownBvo. xs.net, 

Oalllohan (W. M.). See The Little Guides. 
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'ftiglilRev. Abbol.O.^B. Set 

Antjquiry^i Sooiet. 

aMTn(K.&),M.A.,Fclle»erNcwCart<«, 
Otlori. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS' 
TORV. With nuEwroiu PUiu. /Tturr* 
Xditiut. Raviieil, with ■ tuw Chiplii 
iBdndinc Iha South Africu Wu. Crtwn 

A HIST^'SICAI. GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Crtwit Bw. ji.«rf. 

UbUu (K. d» B.), Ua.D., M.A. IN. 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORL 
CAL OUTLINES. Witb 5 Uipt TUtd 
Edition. Dim, Bw. •« rU 

A COMPAKION GEB 



GRAMMAR. 



Stand Miitian. . 

Qoiition Sdio. 
OMcnKBdWUdl. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
A New Bditlon, edited with Noua, Appen. 
dicei, ukd M.p^ by J. a Bdiit, iS7a., 
LitHx, R^ui pTDfewi of Greek It Cam- 

GiU *iet. Si. ™<acA."3l^. Cmm Bw! 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT. 
INGS. Ediinl, with an Intioduction and 
Nols. by G. BiKBECK Hilc, LL.D. 

See lUo Melhuen'i Slindud Libraiy. 
Oibwa (E. 0. a.). D.p., Lord Buhop. of 

HiDdbooIci of Theology, ud Oxford 



ffiiEurtci 



rtCA-B.). SeeLillkBoolcionArt. 

GO<Ifny {SimiMllU. A BOOK OF RE- 
""•* ', SiandEiiium. Fcaf. 



College, OilW LYRA FRIVbLA. 
Tiitd Eiilitn. Fcat.tvt. v. id. 
VERSES TO ORDER. Siamd Edib«^ 

SECOND STRINGS. Fa^. ioK. u 6d. 
Qoldimith iOUv«r). rkZ VICAR OF 



WAKEFIELD. 



ilh 14 Coloored Piute 



riib 14C0I0D1 
ON. Rvt* 



-.^. ^ Wilh 10 Pit.- 

grmTure by Tony JohumoL Ltaikrr. ar. 6d. 

•ul. See alio IlluItrUed Pocket Llbiuy 

and Melhuen'i Studud Ijhruy. 
Ooodrlch-PrMT IA.K IN A SYRIAN 

SADDLE. Otmt S». 71. id. mtl. 
OoiUlI* (H. L.), M.A., PtiDclpil of Weill 



Tbeolopcal Colleee. &e* WeiUniuurCaa- 

Oraliaiii fP. Aadmon). s« Sodai Qae*- 

tioDtSeriei. 

OnmnrfF. B,), M.A., UilD. PSYCH- 
OLOGY. Stand EMIitH. Crwmm tiw. 
ai.6d. 

THK SOUL OF A CHRISTIAN. Crmn 

BBi. GERMAN PAS5._ _ . 

^N TRANSLATION. C™i- 

8f>. u. 6^. 

ar«T(P-Ll, BSc. THE PRINOPLES OF 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
mn Elemenluy Tait-Book. With ili 
Dincnmi. CrrmmtBt. 31. Sd. 

[^wn <a Bnekland), %.a., Auiuu 
Muter at Edinborih Academy, Uu Fellow 
of St. Jobn'i Collen, Oioo. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. Crmm 



" 'vollT??^ 



A HISTORY 
Later Republic 
'« Six y^mf. 

IB.C). I«,M 



iTMniwell (Dora). 5«e tliniuure Libtwy. 

iXMmrr (E. A.) THE VAULT OF 

HEAVEN. A, Popular Introducl' 



Qntmj (HlM E. a). See Library of 

DeTOtion, 
OtOTille Kinor. A MODERN JOURNAL, 

FjlLted by I. A. Urtsj^ts,. C™™. g™. 
id.ntl. 
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jUDE : 

Illuatnled. Dnn, ... _.. 

'Owynn (K. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 



hu'rrm!E 

id.Htl. 



CYPRUS. With Maps and lUiuOUioni. 

D.myirt.ia.iHt. 
buMOD (A. C.), StD., r.RS. HEAD. 
HUNTERS, BLACK, WHITE, AND 
BROWN. With many Illialralioo. and ■ 



1 !?■ ^-1 

.NCIENT 



HaU IR. V.) and KmI (W. Q.I. the 

■"' — •"■^ " T OF RHODESIA. 



I Plani and nhutratiod. 
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Bamilton (F. J.), D.D. S«e Byzantine 
Texts. 

Hamiiumd (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 
FOX : A Biographical Study. Demy %vo. 
los. 6</. 

Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
THE ROYAL NAVY, From Early 
Times to thb Present Day. Illustrated. 
Twa Volumes. Demy ^vo, js, 6d. each. 
Vol. I. 1200-1688. 

Hannay (James O.K M.A. THE SPIRIT 
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Crown Zvo. 6s, 

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Crvwn 
Svo, 35. 6^. net. 

Hare. (A. T.). M.A. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS. 
WiUi numerous Diagrams. Demy 8vo. 6s. 

HarriBon (Clifford), reading and 

READERS, /''ca^. Bvo. zs. 6d. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel). See Little 

Library. 
Heath (Frank R.). See The Little Guides, 
Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Library-. 

Hello (Ernest), studies in saint- 
ship. Translated from the French by 
V. M. Crawford. Pcap %vo. 3*. 6d. 

*HendersOn (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter 
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
NERO. With Illustrations. New and 
cheaper issue. Demy Bvo, fs. 6d. net. 

Henderson (T. F.). See Little Library and 
Oxford Biograi^ies. 

Henley (W. £.). See Methuen's Half-Crown 
Library. 

Henley (W. E.) and Whibley (C). See 

Methuen's Half-Crown Library. 

Henson (H. H.), B.D., Cahon of Westminster. 
APOSTOLICCHRISTIANITY: As Illus- 
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthians. Crown 8vo. 6s. 

LIGHT AND LEAVEN : Historical and 
S6CIAL Sermons. Crown Bvo, 6s. 

DISCIPLINE AND LAW. Fcap, Bvo. 

2S. 6d, 

Herbert (Oeorge). See Library of Devotion. 

Herbert Of C^Kerbnry (Lord). See Minia- 
ture Library^ 

Hewina' (W. A. S.). B.A. ENGLISH 
TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Crown 
Bvo. 9s. 6d. 

^Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 
Fcap. Bvo. 25. 6d. net. 

Heywood(W.). palio and ponte: 

A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated. 

Royal Bvo. 9js. net. 
Hilbert (T.). See Little Blue Books. 
Hill (Clare). See Textbooks of Technology. 
HiU (Hen^), B.A., Heitdmasterof the Boy's 

High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 

SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 

Crown Bvo, 3*. 6d. 

Hillegas (Howard C). with the 



BOER FORCES. With 24 Illustrations. 
Second Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Hobhouse (Emily). THE BRUNT OF 

THE WAR. With Map and lUustrations, 

Crown Bvo. 6s. ^ ^ 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Hobhouse (L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 

THE THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Demy Bvo. los. 6d, net. 
H0bS0n(J.A.), M.A. INTERNATIONAL 

TRADE : A Study of Economic Principles. 

Crown Bvo. as. 6d, net. See also Social 

Questions Series. 
Hodgkin (T.), D.C.L. See Leaders of 

Religion. 

Hodgson (Mrs. A. W.). HOW to 

IDENTIFY OLD CHINESE PORCE- 
LAIN. Post Bvo. 6s, 

Ho«[ (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLEY 

AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A. Strbatfbild. Fca^. Bvo. 2s. net. 

Holden-Stone (0. de). See Books on 
Business. 

Holdich (Sir T. H.), K.C.I.E. THR 
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 
Personal Record of Twenty Years. Illus- 
trated. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net. 

Holdsinrorth (W. S.), M.A. A history 

OF ENGLISH LAW. /n 7 wo Volumes. 
Vol. I, Demy Bvo, jos. 6d. net. 

•Holt (Emily). THE secret of popu- 
larity. Crown Bvo. ^s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Holyoake (Q. J.). See Social Questions 
Series. 

Hone (Nathaniel J. ). See Antiquary's Books. 

HOppner. See Little Galleries. 

Horace. See Classical Translations. 

Horsbnrgh (E. L. S.), M.A. WATERLOO : 

A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 

Second Edition. Crown Bvo* 5x. See also 

Oxford Biographies. 
Hortn (AC). See Textbooks of Technology'. 
HortOn (R. F.), D.D. See Leaders of 

Religion. 

Hosie (Alexander). Manchuria. 

With Illustrations and a Map. Second 
Edition. Demy Bvo, 7s. 6d. net, 
A Colonial Edition is also publishea. 

How (F. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL- 
MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. "js. 6d. 

HOWeU (G.). See Social Questions Series. 

Hudson (Robert), memorials of a 

WARWICKSHIRE VILLAGE. With 
many Illustrations. Demy Bvo, 15s. net. 
Bnghes (C. E.). THE PRAISE OF 
^SKESPEARE. An EnglUh Anthol- 
ogy. With a Preface by Sidney Lee. 
Demy Bvo. ^s. 6d. net. 

HiuOies (Thomas). TOM BROWN'S 

SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction 
and Notes by Vernon Rbndall. Leather, 
Royal 22mo. zs. 6d. net. 
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Butcbinson (Horace G.). the new 

FOREST. Illustrated in colotir writh 

g9 Pictures by Walter Tynoale and 4 
y Miss Lucy Kemp Welch. Largt 
Dtmy Zv0. au. nti, 
Hatton (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

HaUon (Bdward), THE CITIES OF 

UMBRIA. With many Illustrations, of 

which 30 are in Colour, by A. Pisa. Crown 

Zvo. dr. 
•ENGUSH LOVE POEMS. Edited with 

an Introduction. Fct^. Sew. v. td. n*t. 
Hattmi (R. SL). See Leaders of Religion. 
Hntton (W. H.), M.A. THE LIFE OF 

SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 

Stcond Edition. Crown Zvo. sr. See also 

Leaders of Religion. 
Hyett (P. A). A SHORT HISTORY OF 

FLORENCE. Demy Bvo. js. 6d. net 
Ib80n (Henrik). brand. a Drama. 

Translated by Wiluam Wilson. Third 

Edition. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 
Inge (W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 

KEertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN 

MYSTICISM. The Hampton Lectures for 

1809. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. net. See also 

Library of l5evotion. 

Innee(A.D.), M.A. A history OF the 

BRITISH IN INDIA With Maps and 

Plans. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
♦ENGLAND UNDER THE TtJDORS. 

With Maps. Demv Zvo. zox. 6d. net. 
* Jackson (0. E.), B.A., Science Master at 

Bradford Grammar School. EXAMPLES 

IN PHYSICS. Crown Bvo. 2*. 6d. 
Jackson <8.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 
Jackson (F. Hamilton). See The Little 

Guides. 
Jacob (P.), M.A. See Junior Examination 

Series. 
Jeans (J. Stephen). See Social Questions 

Series and Business Books. 

Jeflteys(D.Owyn). DOLLY'S THEATRI- 

CALS. Described and Illustrated with 34 
Coloured Pictures. Su/er Royal i6mo. 2s,6d. 

JenkS (B.), M.A., Reader of Law in the 
University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Crown Zvo. w. 6d. 

S^imvr (tItefL H.). See Little Books on Art 

JesSOpp (AugnstUSX D.D. See Leaders of 
Religion. 

Jevons (F. B.), M.A, Litt.D., Prindpal of 
Hatfield Hall, Durham. See Churchman's 
Library and Handbooks of Tbeoloey. 

Johnson (Mrs. Barbam). William bod- 

HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDS. 
With Illustrations. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net. 

Johnston (Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH 

CENTRAL AFRICA With nearly 900 
Illustrations and Six Maps. Second Edition. 
Crown ^fo. iZs. net. 

*Jones (E. Crompton). POEMS OF THE 

INNER LIFE. Selected by. Eleventh 
Edition. Fcap, Zvo. 2s. 6d. net. 



Jon6s (H.). See Commercial Series. 

Jones (L. A Atherley), K.C., M.P., and 
BeUot (Hn|^ H. L.). THE MINERS' 
GUIDE TO THE COAL MINES' 
REGULATION ACTS. Crown Zvo, 
3X. 6d» net* 

Jonson (Ben). See Methuen's Standard 
Library. 

Jnlian OAdsr) of Norwich. REVELA. 

TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by 

Grace Warrack. Crown Zivo, js, 6d, 
JuvenaL See (Classical Translations. 
KaufinanniM.). See Social (Questions Series. 
Keating (J. P.). D.D. THE AGAPE 

AND THE EUCHARIST. Crown Zvo, 

3«. 6d, 

Keats (John), the poems of. Edited 

with Introduction and Notes fay E. de Selin- 
court. M.A. Demy Bvo. jt, 6d. net. See 
also Little Library and Methuen's Universal 

KetJto^hn). the christian year. 

With an Introduction and Notes by W. Lock. 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. Illustrated 
byR.ANNiNGBELL. Third Ediiion, Fcap, 
Zvo, js. 6d, ; padded moroccot ss, Seealso 
Library of Devotion. 

Kempis (Thomas A). THE imitation 

OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
DbanFarrar. Illustrated by CM. Gere. 
Third Edition. Fcap,Zvo, zf^^d,; padded 
morocco, $», See also Libruy of DevoUon 
and Methuen's Standard Library. 

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D. D. Crown 
Zvo, %t, 6d, 

*Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN 

SPHINX. Crown Zvo, y, 6d, net, 

Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D., Assist- 
ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of 
Dublin. ST. PAUL'S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS. With Introduction, DisserUtions 
and Notes. Crown Zvo. 6s, 

KesteU (J. D.). THROUGH SHOT AND 

FLAME : Being the Adventures and Ex* 

periences of J. u, Kestell, Chaplain to 

General Christian de Wet. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

A Colonial Eklition is also oublished. 

Kimmlns (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS- 
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. lUus- 
trated. Crown Zvo. 2s. 6d, 

[A W.). See Little Library. 

Kip&nif (Rndyard). barrack-room 

BALLADS, js^'d Thousand, Crown Zvo. 
Twenty-Jirst Edition, 6s, 
A C>}I<»iiaI Edition is also published. 
THE SEVEN SEAS. 62nd Thousand, Tenth 
Edition. Crown Zvo^ gilt top, 6s, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE FIVE NATIONS. 41^/ Thousand, 
Second Edition, ^ Crown Zvo. 6s, 
A Ck>lonial Edition is also published. 
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth 
Edition. Crown Zvo. Buckram. 6s. 
A C^onial Edition is also published. 
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KnOWling (R. J.)> M.A., Professor of New 
Testament Exegesis^ at King's Collegei 
London. See Westminster Commentaries. 

Lamb (Charles and Haiy), the works 

OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. With 
Numerous Illustrations. In Seven Volumes. 
Demy Bvo. js. 6d. each, 

THE LIFE OF. See E. V. Lucas. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. With over loo 
Illustrations by A. Garth Jones, and an 
Introduction by E. V. Lucas. Demy Bvo. 
xos. 6d. 

THE KING AND QUEEN OF HEARTS : 
An 1805 Book for Children. Illustrated by 
William Mulready. A new edition, in 
facsimile, edited by E. V. Lucas, is. 6d. 
See also Little Library. 

Lambert (F. A H.). See The Little Guides. 

LambrOB (Professor). See Byzantine Texts. 

Lane-Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF 

EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully 
Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

LaJl«bridge(P.)M.A. BALLADS OF THE 
BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
Coxu-age, and Constancy. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. sf. 6d. 

Law (William). See Library of Devotion. 

Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON- 
SHIRE. A Biography. With z2 Illustra- 
tions. DemvBivo, i^. 6d.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Lee (Captain L. MelvilleX A HISTORY 

OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. CrownBvo. 
3s. 6d. net. 

Le&h(Percival). the comic ENGLISH 

GRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards 
of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John 
Leech. Post x6mo, 2s. 6d. net. 

Lewes (V.B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER. 
Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 2X. 6d. 

Li8le(FortlUI^edeX See Little Bookson Art. 

Littlehales (H.). See Antiquary's Books. 

Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble 
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. Second Edition. CrovmBvo. 

•THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE: 

Being Addresses and Sermons. Cfown 

Bvo. 6s, 
See also Leaders of Religion and Library 

of Devotion. 
Locke (Jobn). See Methuen's Standard 

Library. 
LOCker(F.)L See Little Library. 
Longf^OW (H. W.) See Little Library. 

Lomner (Oeorge Horace), letters 

FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Thirteenth Edition. Cfown 
Bvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also publisned. 
Lover (Samuel). See Illustrated Pocket 
Library. 



E. V. L. and C. L. O. ENGLAND DAY BY 
DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to 
Efficieni^. Illustrated by George Morrow. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. ^to. is. net. 
A burlesque Year- Book and Almanac. 

♦Lucas (E.V.).. THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB.^ With numerous Portraits and 
Illustrations. Two Vols, Demy Bvo. 21s. 
net. 

»A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 
many Illustrations, of which 20 are in Colour 
by Herbert Marshall. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Ludan. See Classical Translations. . 

Lyde (L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 

LydOn ^oel S.). See junior School Books. 

Lyttelton(Hon.ll[rs.A.). women and 

THEIR WORK. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. 
M.M. HOW TO DRESS AND WHAT TO 
WEAR. Crown Bvo, js. net. 

MacaulayOiord). critical and his- 
torical ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon- 
TAGUE, M.A. Three Volumes. Crown Bvo. 
xBs. 

The only edition of this book completely 
annotated. 

M'Allen (J. E. B.X M.A. See Commercial 
Series. 

MacCullOCh (J. A.X See Churchman's 
Library. 

*MacGunn (Florence). MARY stuart. 

With over 60 Illustrations, including a 

Frontbpiece in Photogravure. Demy Bvo. 

10s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. See 

also Leaders of Religion. 
McDermott (£. R.). See Books on Business. 
MDowall (A. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Mackay (A. M.). See Churchman's Library. 

Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A primer of 

WORDSWORTH. CrmvnBvo. 9s.6d. 

WaHatty (J. P.). Litt.D. a history of 

THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES. 
Fully Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Uaitland (F. W.), LL.D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CANON LAW IN ENG- 
LAND. Royal Bvo. 7s. 6d. 

Maiden (H. E.). M.A. ENGLISH RE- 
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Crown Bvo. 3;. 6d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Crown Bvo. xs. 6d 

•A SCHOOL HISTORY OF SURREY. 
With many Illustrations. Crown Bvo. 
JS. 6d. 

MarCkant (E. C), M.A., Fellow of Peter- 
house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO- 
LOGY. Second Edition, Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 

Marckant (C. E), M.A., and Cook (A. M.), 

M.A. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Second Edition, Crtrwn 
Bvo. -^s. 6d. 
Marlowe (CSuistopker). See Methuen's 
Standard Library. 
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Karr (J. B.X F.R.S., Fellow of St John's Col- 
lege. Cambridge. THE SCtENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. SecmdEdiHon. 
Illustrated. Cre/wn %vc. 6f. 

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. With num- 
erous Illustrations. Crown ^vo. 6s. 

Karyell (Andrew). See Little Library. 

^Maaefield (J. B.) SEA life in nel- 
son's TIME. With many lUustrations. 
Crffwn Zvo, 34. 6d. net, 

lIU]ttll(A.) ^ee Connoisseur's Library. 

liai01l(A.J.),D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

MasteeCGeone). THE evolution OF 

PLANT LI FE : Lower Forms. With Illus- 
trations. Crown Bvo. 9s. 6d. 

lIart«rmaii(C.P.G.),M.A. TENNYSON 

AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Crown 
Svo. 6s. 

*lIath«8on<Hon.E.F.X COUNSELS OF 
LIFE. Fca/. Svo. 2s. 6d. net. 

A volume of Selections in Prose and 
Verse. 

Kay (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM. 
Second Edition. ±to. is. net. 

Mellows (Emmas.). A SHORT STORY 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Crown 
Bvo. 3s. 6d. 

♦Methuen <A. M. S.). THE TRAGEDY 

OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. Bvo. 2f. net. 

A revised and enlarged edition of the 

author's 'Peace or War in South 

Africa.' 

ENGLAND'S RUIN : Discussed in Six- 
TEEN Letters to the Right Hon. 
Joseph Chamberlain, M.P. Crown Bvo. 
■yd. net. 

Miohell (B. B). THE ART AND PRAC- 
TICE OF HAWKING. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E. Lodge, and other Illus- 
trations. Detny Bvo. los. 6d. 

•MillaiS (J. a.). THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 
MILLAIS, President of the Royal Academy. 
With many Illustrations, of which 3 are m 
Photogravure, ^ew Edition. Demy Bvo. 
"js. 6d. net. 

MillaiS. (Sir Jolin Everett). See Little 

Galleries. 

MilliS (C. T.), M.I.M.E. See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Milne (J. a.). M.A. A HISTORY OF 
ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Illustrated. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

*BllltOIL John, THE POEMS OF, BOTH 
EN(>LISH AND LATIN, Compos'd at 
several times. Printed by his true C^opies. 

The Songs were set m Mnsick by Mr. 
Henry Lawbs, Gentleman of the Kihgs 
Chappeli and one of His Majesties Private 
Mustek. ^ " . 

Printed and publish'd according to Order. 
Printed by Ruth Raworth for Hum- 
phrey Moseley, and are to be sold at the 
signe of the Princes Armes in Pauls Church* 



yard, 1645, 



*A MILTON DAY BOOK. Edited by R. 
F. TowNt3^6w/ /^AK^ 8W. ST. 6driiet 

See idto LittVLlbrslfy and MeflBtzens 
Standard Library. 

mt(aieU(P.CbalmerBXM.A. outlines 

OF BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Sectfiid Edi- 
tion, Crown Bvo, ts. 

♦Mitton (a. B.). JANE AUSTEN AND 
HER ENGLAND. With many Portraits 
and Illustrations. ^ Demy Bvo. los. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also ptiblished. 

' Moil (A-).' See Books on Business. 

Moir (D. 11). See Little Library. 

*Mone7(L.a. Ohiona). wealth and 

POVERTY. Demy Bvo. 5^. net. 
Moore (H. B.). See Social Questions Series. 
Moran (Clarence Q.). See Books on 

Business. 
More (Sir Thomas). See Methtien's Standard 

Library. 
Morflll (W. R.), Oriel College, Oxford. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PATTER 

THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 

With Maps and Plans. CrmvnBvo. y. 6d. 
Moricll(R. J.), late of Clifton College. See 

School Examination Series. 
*Morrl« (J.) THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 

With many portraits and Illustrations. 

Det^y Bvo. 12s. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Morris (J. B. ). See The Little Guides. 
Morton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod- 

rick. 
MOIlle (H. C. G.). D.D., Lord Bishop of Dur- 
ham. See Leaders of Religion. 

Mnir (M. M. Pattison), M.A. THE 

CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. The Elementary 

Principles of Chemistry. Illustrated. Crown 

Bvo. as. 6d. 
Mundella (V. A.), M.A. See J. T. Dunn. . 
MlinrO (RO, LL.D. See Antiquary's Books. 
NaTal Officer (A). See illustrated Pocket 

Library. 
Neal(W:0.). See R.N. Hail. 
Newman (J. H.) and others. See Library 

of Devotion. 
Nichols (J. B. B.). See Little Library. 
NiCklin (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 

: PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Crown 

Bvo. 3S. 
Nimrod. See Illustrated Pocket Library. 

Northcote (James), R. A. THE CONvER- 

SATIONS OF JAMES NORTH(X)TE, 
R.A., AND JAMES WARD. Edited by 
Ernest Fletcher. With many Portraits. 
Demy Bvo. los. 6d. 

*HOrway (A. H.), Author of * Highways and 
Byways in Devon and Cornwall. ' NAPLES. 
with 25 Coloured Illustrations b^ Maurice 
GREiPrHNitAGEN. A New Edition. Crown 
Bvo; 6fi 

Novalis. THE DISCIPLES AT SAlS AND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 
Una Birch. Fcap Bvo. 3s. 6d. 

OUpbant (Mrs.). See Leaders of Religion. 
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<I11UU1«I. W. 0.1, M.Ay Fellow of AilSooh' 
Orfoid. A HISTORY OF tHE ART OF 
WAR. Vol. Ti.: The Middle Ages, from 
IbcFouitklalheFouiUenlhCeulury. tUu^- 
irawd, DimrSr^. los. 64I. Ml. 

Oblle; IR- L.), D.D. See Handbooks of 
ThcoToev'and Leaders or Ke%iaTi. 

Owen IDongUiB), See Baoki on Busmes^ 

OlfordflllTN.UfGuy'sHospiial. A HAND- 
BOOK OF NURSING. Saimd Mdilum. 



MANCi 



A i.«lonim fuiiuor 

Fatte (Qtumrt). t 

SOBGS lit SEQUl 

FuUpBot uoUnjl 1 



pubii&faed. 



... IVER'S DIARY: 

JQUENX:E. /^cait, 8tw. SI. 

FMAtblMIt UOloX PARADISIINSOLE 
PARADISUS TERRI5TRIS, OR A 
GARDXN or ALL SORTS OF PLEA- 
SANT FLOWERS. F,>li^. £,, +r. Kil. 

- •—■ '■- rSpes, OR 



(Jolm). I 



?&rmeiitler (FroC Uan). See B 



-PattOU (Oeorsef. SOCIAL CARICA- 
TURES OF THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. tmptrialQ^rts. £s, .11. 6rf. 
ml. See also Unit Eooks on An and Illui- 
Iraled Fockel Libivy. 

Fat«iwin (W. It.)(Bepji 



QUESTIONINGS. Cnt 



ColouibyF. S 



inSwifl). LIFE'! 



eadEditii 



•NATURE NOTES IN EASTERN NOR- 
FOLK. A series of obKrvsiiona on the 
Birds, Fishes, Mammals, ReplLLcs, and 



bourhood, witb a list of tb 



PUMMlE (K.). 

Fearce (S. 
CHRisrs 

liaiions. D: 
Pesl (Bldney). 



CAL LICENSING REFORM. Susnd 
Edilim. Cr^mvo. li.W. 
Paten <J. P.), D.D. See Cburcbmu's 

Petrir(lt'K.FlinitoM),D.c.L., LL.Jp.Jr* 



FnllT lUuMaUd. intinvtbaim. Cnrnm 

"'' )tvi™ 

XVIlTH AND XVIIITH 

yBuri* Edilim. 

Lt« to XXXth D; 
"JT P. MaulFFVpLill.] 
Vol. , VI. lOYIT IB 1 



01. V. 

DltKAST 



Fifth Editi. 



I PTOUIMIIS- 

G. MiLHB, M-A- 



_ _. LiN»-Poo._ 

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN 
ANCIENT EGYPT. Full? HluitrMed. 
IT. 6rf, 



SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA TABLETS. Cnmm S«a 

EGYPTIAN TALES. Ilinstrattd by This- 
TROH Ellis, /n Tjm Volumis. Cmmim. 

EC^YPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. Wilh 
no lUusmUKins. CrwcmSw. u. M. 

plliiUpB (W. A.). See Oxford Biagraphies. 

PhlUpottB (Bden). MV DEVON YEAK. 
Wilh 38 Uluslralions by I. Lev Psthv- 
BHIDCE. Suond and Chaftr Sdiliim. 



►UP ALONG AND ; 



A Colonial Edition is alRO published- 

•Plarr {Victor! and Walton (F. W-' 

SCHOOL HISTORY OF Mil- 
SEX. Wilh many lUiuuatioai. 

Plantna. THE CAPTIVI. Ediie 



Jmls College, Oafoid. Ilimfiv 

PIowdeD-Wardlaw |J. T.), B.. 



4 FRONTIERSMAN. 



MODERN SPIRl- 



WT (J. Patrick Lo). A MODERN 
LEGIONARY, CrmmivB. ti. 
A Colonial Edilion is alsojiublJEhed. 



Wilh ma 

Fo&da 
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•Pcnd (0. F.) A MONTAIGNE DAY- 

BCX>K. Edited by. Fca^.Zvo, 9t.6d.fu(. 
Potter (K. C). M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 

BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 

Illnstrated. Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 

AS, td. 
Potter B07 lAn Old). WHEN I WAS A 

CHILD. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

Pnulaaa <G.). A key to the time 

ALLUSIONS IN THE DIVINE 
COMEDY. With a Dial. Small qnmrto, 
3f . &/. 
Prance (0.). SeeR. Wyon. 

Preooott (0. L.). ABOUT music, and 

WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Crown Zvo. 
"iSt 6d. nst. 
Pnoo (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. FonrtA Edi- 
tion, Crown dtfo. 9s. 6d, 

PrimroM (Deborah). A MODERN 

BCEOTIA. Crvwn Zvo. 6s. 

Pttgin and BOWlandBOn. THE MICRO- 
COSM OF LONDON, OR London in 
Miniature. With 104 Illustrations in 
colour, /n Threo Volumes. Small ^to. 
£%. 3*. net. 

' Q ' (A. T. Qniller Coudh). See Methnen's 
Half'Crown Library. 

QueyedO VUlenUI. See Miniature Library. 

U.E. and E. S. THE WOODHOUSE COR- 
RESPONDENCE. CrovmZvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Rackham (R. B.), M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries. 

BandOlpb (B. W.), D.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 

Rannie (D. W.), M.A A STUDENT'S 
HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. Zvo. 
js. 6d. 

Raahdall (Hastings), M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC- 
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Crown 
Zvo. 6s. 

Bawsteme (Lawrence, Esq.). See Illus- 
trated Pocket Library. 

A Real Paddy. See illustrated Pocket 
Library. 

Beaeon (W.), M.A. See Social Questions 
Series. 

Bedfem (W. B.), Author of ' Ancient Wood 
and Iron Work in Cambridge,' etc 
ROYAL AND HISTORIC GLOVES 
AND ANCIENT SHOES. Profusely 
Illustrated in colour and half*tone. Quarto, 
£7, as. net. 

ReynoldB. See Little Galleries. 

BOoertS (M. E.). See C. C. Channer. 

Robertson. (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton 
Lectures of zQoz. Demy Zvo. Z3f. 6d. net. 

Robertson (C. Grant), M.A., Fellow of All 

Souls' College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modem History, Oxfnrd, 
Z90X-Z904. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 



AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOClf- 
MENTS, x66o-x832. Demy ^00. zor. 6d» 
net, 

*BobertMii (0. Grant) and Bartliolomoir 

(J. tt), F.R.S.E., F.R.G.S. THE 
STUDENT'S HISTORICAL (ATLAS 
OF THE BRITISH EMPIRE. Qnesrto 
V. 6d, net, 

Boberteon (Sir 0. 8.) K.CS.L See 

Methuen's Half-Cxx>wn Library. 
BoUnson (A« W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

BoUnion (OeelliaX THE ministry 

OF DEACONESSES. With an Introdoc 
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Crown Zvo. 3X. 6d, 

BoUnson (F. 8.) See Connoisseur's Library. 

Boeliefimcanld (La). See Little Library. 

BodweU {Qu\ B. A. NEW TESTAMENT 
GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Pre&ce by Walter Lock, D.D., Warden 
of Keble College. Fcap.Zvo. %s.6d. 

BoeCFredX ancient coffers and 

CUPBOARDS: Their History and De- 
scription. With many Illustrations. Quarto. 
£3. 3*. net. 

♦OLD OAK FURNITURE. With many 
Illustrations by the Author, induding a 
frontispiece in colour. DemyBvo. xos.6d, 
net. 

Boeen (A. G. L.), M.A. See Books on 
Business. 

•Bomney. A GALLERY OF ROMNEY. 
Bv Arthur B. Chamberlain. With 66 
Plates in Photogravure. Imperial Quarto. 
£2, 3s. net. See Little Galleries. 

Boscoe (B. 8.). ROBERT HARLEY, 
EARL OF OXFORD. Illustrated. Demy 
Zvo. ^ 7*. 6d, 
This is the only life of Harley in existence. 
See also The Little Guides. 

BoseCEdwardX THE ROSE READER. 
With numerous Illustrations. Crown Zvo. 
as. 6d. Also in 4 Parts. Parts I. and II. 
6d. each ; Part III. Zd. ; Part IV. rod. 

Bowntree (Josbna). the imperial 

DRUG TRADE. Crown Zvo. ss. net. 
Ruble (A. E.), D.D. See Junior School 
Books. 

Bnssell (W. ClarkX THE life of 

ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD. 
With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. 
Fourth Edition.^ Crown Zvo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

SV; AwwaItw See Library of Devotion. 

8t. Angnsttae. See Library of Devotion. 

St. C^Tres .(Viscount). See Oxford Bio- 
graphies. 

'Saki'(H.Munro)L REGINALD. Second 
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 2s. 6d. net. 

8ales (St. Francis de). See Library of 

Devotioiu 

Salmon (A. L.). A popular guide 

TO DEVON. Medium Zvo. 6d. net. See 
also The Little Guides. 
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Sarmannt (J.X m.a. annals of 

WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. With 

nttmeroos Illustrations. Demy %w, js, 64, 
SatbasCC). See Byzantine Texts. 
Schmitt (Jobn). See Byzantine Texts. 
Scott, (A. KLX WINSTON SPENCER 

CHURCHI LL. With Portraits and lUus- 

trations. Craum Svo, 3«. 6d. 
8eele7(H.G.)F.R.S. DRAGONS OF THE 

AIR. With many Illustrations. Cr.Bvfi, 6s. 
Bells (V. P.). M.A. THE MECHANICS 

OF DAILY LIFE. lUustratcd. Cr. 8w. 

9S. 6ii, 

SelooB (BdmnndX TOMMY SMITH'S 

ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord. 
TAird Edition, Fcap.iivo. %5.6d. 
Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 
SOLDIERS, in Peace and War. Crwm 
Zvo, 3f . 6d, net, 
A Colonial Eklition is also published. 

Shakespeare (WiUiam). 

THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623 ; 1639 ; 1664 ; 
1685. Eiach Four Guineas net^ or a com- 
plete set, Twelve Guineas net. 

The Arden Shakespeare. 

Demy Svo. as. 6d. net each ■ volume. 
Genoal Editor, W. J. Craig. An Edition 
of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited 
with a full Introduction, Textual Notes, 
and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 

HAMLET. Edited by Edward Dowden, 
Litt.D. 

ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by Edward 
Dowden, Litt.D. 

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. 

JULIUS CAESAR. Edited by M. Mac- 

MILLAN, M.A. 

THE TEMPEST. Edited by Moreton 

Luce. 
OTHELLO. Edited by H. C. Hart. 
TITUS ANDRONICUS. Edited by H. B. 

Baildon. 
CYMBELINE. Edited by Edward Dowdbn. 
THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. 
A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM. 

Edited by H. Cuningham. 
KING HENRY V. Edited by H. A. Evans. 
ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 

Edited by W. O. Brigstocke. 
THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Edited by R. Warwick Bond. 
TIMON OF ATHENS. Edited by K. 

•MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Edited by 

H. C. Hart. 
TWELFTH NIGHT. Edited by Moreton 

Luce. 
THE MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited 

by C. Knox Pooler. 
The Little Quarto Shakespeare. Edited 

by W. J. Craig. With Introductions and 
Notes. Pott \6mo, Jn 40 Volumes, 
Leathery price ts, net each volume. 
See also Methueh's Standard Library. 



Sharp (A). VICTORIAN POETS. Crmvn 

tvo, as, 6d, 
Sharp (Mrs. B. A). See Little Books on 

Art. 

Shediook (J. s.). the pianoforte 

SONATA: Its Origin and Development. 
Crowm Zvo, 5s. 

Shelley <Per<ar B.). ADONAIS ; an Elegy 
on the death of John Keats, Author of 
* Endymion,' etc. Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, 1821. as. net. 
See also Methuen's Standard Library. 

Sherwell (Arthur), m.a See Social Ques- 
tions Senes. 

Shipley (Mary E.X AN ENGLISH 

CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD- 

REN. With a Preface by the Bishop of 

Gibraltar. With Maps and Illustrations. 

Part I. Crown Bvo. as. 6d. net. 
SiChel (WalterX DISRAELI : A Study 

in Personality and Ideas. With 3 Portraits. 

Demy 890. xsf. 6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
See also Oxford Biographies. 
Sime (J.X See Little Books on Art. 
Sixuonson (0. A). FRANCESCO 

GUARD!. With 41 Plates. Royal/olio. 

£ai as. net. 
Sketbhley (B. E. D.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Skipton (H. P. K.X See Little Books on 

Art. 

Sladen (Douglas). SICILY: jhe New 

Winter Resort. With over 200 Illustrations. 

Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 5*. net. 
Small (Eyan), M.A. THE EARTH. An 

Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 

Crown Svo. as, 6a. 
SmallWOOd, (JUL G.). See Little Books on 

Art. 
Smedley (F* E.). See Illustrated Pocket 

Library. 

Smith (Adamx THE wealth of 

NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 
and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan, 
M.A. Two volumes. Demy Zvo, ais, 
net. 

See also Methuen's Standard Library. 

Smith (Horace and James). See Little 

Library. 

♦Smith (H. Bompas), M.A. ANEW 

JUNIOR ARITHMETia Crown Bvo. 
as, 6d, 

*Smith (John Thomas). A BOOK FOR 

A RAINY DAY. Edited by Wilfrid 

Whitten. Illustrated. Demy Bvo, 15*. 

net, 
Snell (P. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 

Illustrated. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Snowden (C. E.). A BRIEF SURVEY OF 

BRITISH HISTORY. Demy Bvo. 4*. 6d, 
SophOdes. See Classical Translations. 
Bomet_(Ii. A.), See Junior School Books. 
South (wUtOn E.), M. A. See Junior School 

Books. 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



I>Tiike,C«nndiih). 

Vol, I'l. (Richard Hawtira, Grenrille, 
EsK>, and lUlcigh), C™«.8iw. 6s. 
Sp^nca (0. R.X M.A. S« Scboal Eumlna- 

SpooneT (W. A.\ M.A. Sh Leaders of 

Religion. 
aUnHrldce (J. W.X B-D. Set Libnry af 

Devotion. 
tBtUUUSe.' GOLF DO'S AND DOHT'S. 

Stand Edilinn. Feat. Siw. It. 

StMllluui (A. TL v.), M.A. 
INITIALATIt^A: Euy Lesson^ on Ei«nen- 



FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Eigktk Edi- 

¥1RST LATIN READER. Wilta Not« 
adapted 10 (he Sborler Latin Piimer and 
Vocabulaiy. Sixth EdilitHmiud. lima. 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM C^SAK. 



EXEMPLA LATIN A. 
in Lalin ' ■ 






Willi \ 






EASY LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SVNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. Titilh andCkiaftr Edition, 
rr^rilln. Ctrnan ivs, ii. if. Original 
EdUian. V. 6tf. Kbv, 31. w/. 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rule! and Eiercises. Stcatd Editim. 
Crvtvn Stw. If. 6^. Wiib Vocabolao'. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellanuus 

ih - ■ 

ij. 6d. With Voealnilaty. 

LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Aitanged accotding 10 Subjects. 
TKtUll' Edition. Fcaf. Sua 11. 6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
igiRff. Stcend EdititH. II. 

STEPS TO GREEK, Saood EdilioH. 'i- 
visid. Jitxo. II. 

A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Crmin 
Sw. II. W. 

EASYGREEEPASSAGESFOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edilitn, n- 
yiud. Fcaf. Stw 11. 6d. 



TO fkENCH. i'i^lh Editinn 



Fi/Ht i 
lien, reciud. Feat. 8m jk toC 

SASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. With Vocibu- 
larr. Fnrtk Editiim. Crvam^Bn. ,ai,id. 
Kbv. «.«(. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION; flnaneed acrordiog to Sub- 
jects. Tv/il/lA Edi&Hi. Feaf.tne. it 
See also School Eiuainatlan Saiei. 

Iteel (B. EUloH), M.A., F.CS. THE 
WORLD OF SCIKl^CE. With i« 
IlLustiaiions. Sttmd Editif. CromtH. 



iMptieiuon <0.), of the Technical CsllEie, 
Bnulfard, and BUddATdB (F.) of tlie 
Yotluhin CoLlcge, Leedi. ORNAMKN- 



tltepb«n«)n (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. c™™aiw. ji. M. 

stsme (Lanrence). s« Little Ubnry. 
Bteny {WX M.A. annals of Eton 

COLLEGE. With numerous IllustnuioD& 
DcmySBc. r!.6d. 

atenart (EAtiieriiLe). by aLlan 

WATER. StroHdEdilioK. CmuH&w. «i. 

BtCTttOSOn (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected ami Edited, with Notes and In- 
tiudu^^iions. by Sidnev Colvin. Sixth 
and ChiafirEdilioti. Cnmm&Bi,. iii, 

LiBRAKV Edition. Dtir^ Gtv. a vols. ajt. 

A Colonial Edition is also publilbed. 
VAILIMA LETTERS. With wi Etched 
Portrait by WiLLUu Strang. Fanrth 
Edition. CnmiH&Po. Buchram. 6t. 
A Colonial Edition is ^so publiihed. 
THE LIFE OF R. L.STEVENSON. See 

atevtnson (H. I.). FROM SARAnac 

TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Leiten 
written by Mjri. M. I. STBVEtfSAH durinf 
tS3;-3 to faer ^ICer, M\b JaN* WfTTS 
Bautoul Withan IntiaductionbyGEaitci 
W. Balfour. M.D., LLD., F.R.S.S. 
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StOddart (Anna M.)« See Oxford Bio. 
graphies. 

Stone (E. D.). M.A. SELECTIONS 
FROM THE ODYSSEY. Fcap. 8w. 
IS. 6d. 

Stone (S. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Ellerton, 
M.A. With Portrait. Cro7vn Zvo. 6s. 

Straker (F.). See Books on Business. 

Streane (A. W.), D.D. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Stroud (H.), D.Sc, M.A. See Textbooks of 
Technology. 

Strutt (Joseph). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PP:OPLE OF 
ENGLAND. Illustrated by many engrav- 
ings. Revised by J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 
F.S.A. Quarto, six. net. 

Stuart (Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Crtyzvn 8w. 
6s. 

*Sturch(F.)., Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Council. SOLUTIONS TO THE 
CITY AND GUILDS QUESTIONS 
IN MANUAL INSTRUCTION DRAW- 
ING. /w/. Ato. 

^Suckling (Sir John). FRAGMENTA 

AUREA : a Collection of all the Incom- 
parable Peeces, written by. And published 
by a friend to perpetuate his memory. 
Printed by his own copies. 

Printed for Humphrey Mosblby, and 
are to be sold at his shop, at the sign of the 
Princes Arms in St. Paul's Churchyard, 
1646. 

Suddardfl (F.). Sec C. Stephenson. 

Surtees (B. S.). See illustrated Pocket 
Library. 

Swift (Jonathan). THE JOURNAL TO 

STELLA. Edited by G. A. Aitken. Cr. 
Zto. 6s. 

Sjmies (J. E.), M.A. THE FRENCH RE- 
VOLUTION. Second Edition. CnnunZvo. 
2f. 6d. 

S3rrett (Netta). See Little Blue Books. 

Tacitus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction, 
Notes, Map, etc By R. F. Davis, M.A. 
Fcaft. 8vo. 2J. 

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fca^. 
8z'o. 2x. See also Classical Translations. 

*TallaclE (W.) HOWARD LETTERS 
AND MEMORIES. Demy 8w. jos. 6d. 
net. 

Tauler (J.). See Library of Devotion. 

Taunton (E. L.). A HISTORY OF THE 
JESUITS IN ENGLAND. With lUus- 
trations. Demy 8tv. 21J. net. 

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF 
METAPHYSICS. Demy 9vo. los. 6d. 
net. 

Taylor (F. Q. ), M. A. See Commercial Series. 

Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies. 

Taylor (T. M.), M.A., Fellow of Gonville 
and Caius College, Cambridge. A CON- 
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL 



HISTORY OF ROME. Crmvn 8w. 
7^ . 6d. 

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 

POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 

an Introduction, by J. CtiuRTON Collins, 

M.A. Crown Zvo. 6s. 
IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THK 

PRINCESS. Edited by J. ChurtO* 

Collins, M.A. Crown Zvo, dr. See also 

Little Library. 
Terry (0. 8.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Terton (Alice). LIGHTS AND SHADOWS 

IN A HOSPITAL. Crtmn Bvo, 3*. 6rf. 
Thackeray (W. Bt). See Little Library. 
Theobald (F. W.), M.A. INSECT LIFE. 

Illustrated. Second Ed. Revised, Cr. Zvo. 

ss. 6d. 
Thompson (A. H.). See The Liule Guides. 
TilestonCMaryW.). DAILY STRENGTH 

FO R DAI LY NEEDS. Eleventh Edition. 

Fcap. Zto. ss. 6d. net. Also an edition 

in superior binding 6s. 
Tompkins (H. W.X F.R.H.S. Sec The 

Little Guides. 

Townley (La(!hr Snsan). MY CHINESE 

NOTE-BOOK With x6 Illustrations and 
3 Maps. Third Edition. Demy Zvo. lot. 
6d. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Toynbee (PagetXM.A., D.Litt. dante 

STUDIES AND RESEARCHES. Demy 
Zvo. los, 6d, net. See also Oxford Bio- 
graphics. 

Trench CHerbert). deirdre wed : and 

Other Poems. Crown Zvo. 5*. 
Trevelyan (O. M .), Fellow of Trinity College, 

Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 

STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Second 

Edition, Demy Zivo. los. 6d. net. 
TrOUtbeok(0. E.X See The Little Guides. 
TUCkwell (GertrudeX See Social Questions 

Series. 
Twining (Louisa). See Social Questions 

Series. 
Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior 

School Books. 
Tsrrell-Oill (FrancesX See Little Books on 

Art. 

Vardon (Harry)- THE COMPLETE 

GOLFER. With numerous Illustrations. 

Third Edition. Demy Zvo. xos. 6d, 

net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library. 
Voegelin,(A.), M.A. See Junior Examina- 

tion Series. 
Wade (O. W.), D.D. OLD TESTAMENT 

HISTORY. With Maps. Third Edition, 

Crown Z7fO. 6s. 
Wanier (Richard). See A. L. Cleather. 
Wall (J. C.) DEVILS. Illustrated by the 

Author and from photographs. Demy 8sv. 

4^. 6d. net. See also Antiquary's Books. 
Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art. 
Walton (F. W.). See Victor Plarr. 
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Walton (Iiaac) and Cotton (Charloa). 

See Illustrated Pocket Librarjr.i Metkuen s 
Standard Library, and Little Library. 

WannAloa).8.van). on commando. 

With Portrait. Crown tvo. 3^ . td, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

WattrlumM(lin.Alfirod). with the 

SIMPLE-HEARTED : Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Second Edition. 
Smml/ Pott ^vo. as. net. See also Little 
Library. 

Woatbernead CT. C). ma. examina- 
tion PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr. Svo. 
as. See also Junior Examination Series. 

WObb (W. T.). See Little Blue Books. 

Webber (F. C). See Textbooks of Techno- 

WeU^ (Sidney H.). See Textbooks of 

Technology. 
Well8(J.),M. A., Fellow and Tutor ofWadham 

College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 

LIFE. By Members of the University. 

Third Edition. Croivn Srv, 3*. WL 
A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Sixth 

Edition, With 3 Maps. Crown %vo. 

3*. ^' 

This beok is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for Pass 
Students at the Universities. It contains 
copious Tables, etc See also The Little 
Guides. 

Wetmore (Helen C). THE LAST OF 

THE GREAT SCOUTS ('Buffislo Bill'). 
With Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 
8zv. 6*. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Wbibley (0.). See Henley and Whibley. 

WhiWey (D, M.A., Fellow of Pembroke 
College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR- 
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Cro^vn 8w. ts. 

WMtaker (Q. H.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible. 

Wbite (GUbertX THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 
L. C. MiALL, F.R.S., assisted by W. Warde 
FowLBR, M.A. Crorvn Svo. 6s. See also 
Methuen's Standard Library. 

Wbitfleld (S. E.). See Commercial Series. 

Whitehead (A. WA gaspard de 

C O L I G N Y. With many Illustrations. 

Demy ^vo. xas. 6d. net. 
*Whlteiey (R. Lloyd), F.I.C, Principal of 

the Technical Institute, West Bromwich. 

AN ELEMENTARY TEXT-BOOK OF 

INORGANIC CHEMISTRY^ Crovm 

%vo. as. 6d. 
Whitley (Kiss). See Social Questions Series. 
Whitten (W. ). See Thomas Smith. 
Whyte(A. 0.), B.Sc. See Boeks on Business. 
Wiibmoree (Wilfrid). See Little Books 

on Art. 
Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Fourth 

Edition. Crtnvn tvo.^ $s. net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 



IX^UdnsCW. H.),B.A. See Social QaestioDf 
Series. 

Wilkinson (J. Frome). Sm Social (Ques- 
tions Series. 

Williamflon (W.). THE BRITISH 

GARDENER. Illustrated. Demy 9ve. 
10s. 6d, 
Williamson (W.), B.A. See Junior Ex- 
amination Series, Junior School Books, aai 
The Beginner's Books. 

Wilmot-Bozton (R M.X makers of 

EUROPE. CroTun Bvo, Third Edition. 
3*. td. 

A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms. 
THE ANCIENT WORLD. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Crown Zvo. 3«. 6e/. 
See also The Beginner's Books. 
Wilson (Bishop). See Library of Devotion. 

WiUson (Beckles). LORD strath- 

CONA : the Story of his Life. Illustrated. 

Demy 8r<7.^ ^s. td. 
A Colonial Edition is also publbhed. 
Wilson (A. J.). See Books on Business. 
Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business. 

Wilton (Richard), M.A. L Y R A pas- 

TORALIS: Songs of Nature, Church, and 
Home. Pott Btfo, as. 6d. 

Winbolt (8. E.X M.A. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. 8w. js. 6d. 

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE : An Aid 
to C<»nposition. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d, Key, 
ss. net. 

Windle (B. C. A.), D.Sc., F.R.S. See Anti- 
quary's Books and The Little Guides. 

Winterbotham (Canon), M.A., B.Sc, 

LL.B. See Churchman's Library. 

W00d(J.A.E.X See Textbooksof Technology. 

""Wood <J. Hickory). DAN LENO: His 
LiPB AND Achievements, With many 
Illustrations. CrownSvo. 6s, 
A Colonial Eklition is also published. 

*W00d <W. Birkbeck), M.A., late Scholar of 
Worcester College, Oxford, and EdmondS 
<Ma}Or J. E.), R.E., D.A.Q.-M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE AMERICAN 
CIVIL WAR. With an Introduction by 
H. Spenser Wilkinson. With 24 Maps 
and Plans. Demy Bvo. xas 6d. net. 

Wordsworth (Christopher). See Anti- 
quary's Books. 

Wordsworth <W.). See Little Library. 

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (8. T.X 

See Little Library. 

Wright (Arthur), M.A., Fellow of Queen's 
College, Cambridge. See Churchman's 
Library. 

Wright (C. Gordon). See Dante. 

Wright (SophieX GERMAN VOCABU- 
LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fca^. %vo. 
JS. 6d. 

Wrong, (Oeorge M.), Professor of History 
in the University of Toronto. THE 
EARL OF ELGIN. With lUustrations. 
Demy Bvo, js, 6d, utt. 
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Wylde (A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA. 
with a Map and a Portrait. Demy %vo, 
xs-r. net. 

Wyndham (G.). the poems of 

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Demy Bvo. Buck- 
rmmygilt top. los. €d, 

Wyon (R. ) and Prance (O.). THE LAND 

of THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 

a description of Montenegro. With 40 Illus- 

trations. Crown Svo. 6s 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Yeats (W. B.). AN ANTHOLOGY OF 

IRISH VERSE. Revised and Enlarged 

Edition. Crown %vo. 3*. td. 
TendiBCM.). THS GREAT RED FROG. 



A Story told in 4* Coloured Pictures. Fcaf^ 
%vo. IS. net. 

Tomi8(Fll80m). THE COMPLETE 
MOT R I S T. With 138 Illustrations. 
Fourth Edition. Dftny %vo. i2s.6d.net. 

Toun« (T. M.). THE AMERICAN 
COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 
Work and Workers. With an Introduction 
by Elijah Helm, Secretary to the Man- 
chester Chamber of Commerce. Crown Zvo. 
Ciotht 2J. 6d. ; Pa^er boards. \s, 6d. 

Zenker (E. v.). anarchism. Bemylvo. 

Zimmern (Antonial what do we 

KNOW concerning ELECTRI- 
CITY? Crown Ivo. is.6d.net. 



Ancient Cities 

Crown 9vo, 4^. 6d» net. 



Chester. Illustrated by E. H. New. Crown 

ivo. 4^. 6d. net. 
Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A. 



Illustrated. Crown tvo. ^s. 6d. not. 
*Canterbury. By J. C. Cox, LL. D. , F.S. A. 
Illustrated. Crown %vo. 4^. €d net* 



Antiquary's Books, The 

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A. 

A series of volumes de^Ung with various branches of English Antiquities ; 
comprehensive and popular, as well as accurate and scholarly. 

Demy Svo. ys. 6d. net. 



English Monastic Life. By the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. 

Remains of the Prehistoric Age in 
England. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc, 
F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations aaa 
Plans. 

Old Service Books of the English 
Church. By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M.A , and Henry Littlehales. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations. 

Celtic Art. By ]. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 



ARCHiGOLpGV AND FaLSE ANTIQUITIES. 

By R. Munro, LL.D. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

Shrines of British Saints. ByJ. C. Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans. 

*The Royal Forests of England. By J. 
C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. With many Illus- 
trations. 

*The Manor and Manorial Records. 
By Nathaniel J. Hone. With many Illus- 
trations. 



Bosiimer's Books, The 



Easy French Rhymes. By Henri Blouet. 
Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. is. 

Easy Stories from English History. By 
£. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of ' Makers 
of Europe.' Crown Zvo. is. 



Easy Exercises in Arithmetic. Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Fcap. Zvo. Without 
Answers, is. With Answers, is. ^d. 

Easy Dictation and Spellino. By W. 
Williamson, B.A. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 
Zvd. IS. 
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Business, Books on 

Crown %vo. 2s, 6d, nei, 

A series of volumes dealing vith all the most important aspects of commercial and 
financial activity. The volumes are intended to treat separately all the considerable 
industries and forms of business, and to explain accurately and clearly what they do 
and how they do it. Some are Illustrated. The first volumes are — 

PoKTs AND Docks. By Douglas Owen. 

Railways. By E. R. McDermott. 

The Stock Exchange. By Chas. Duguid. 

Second Edition. 
Tmb Business op Insurance. Hy A. J. 

Wilson. 
The Electrical Inoustkv : Lighting, 

Traction, and Power. By A. G. \Vhyte, 

B.Sc. 
The Shipbuilding Industry: Its History, 

Science, Practice, and Finance. By David 

Pollock, M.I.N. A. 
The Money Market. By F. Straker. 
The Business Side of Agriculture. By 

A. G. L. Rogers, M.A. 
Law in Business. By H. A. Wilson. 
The Brewing Industry. By Julian L. 

Baker, F.I.C, F.C.S. 



The Automobile Industry. By G. de H. 
Stone. 

Mining and Mining Investments. By 
'A. Moil.' 

The Business of Advertising. By Clarence 
G. Moran, Barrister>at-Law. Illustrated. 

Trade Unions. By G. Drage. 

*CiviL Engineering. By T. Claxton Fidler, 
M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated. 

♦The Coal Industry. By Ernest Aves. 
Illustrated. 

*The Iron Trade. By J. Stephen Jeans. 
Illustrated. 

•Trusts and Kartei.s. By F. W. Hirst. 

♦The Cotton Industry. By Professor S. J. 
Chapman, Dean of the Faculty of Com- 
merce in the University of Manchester. 
Illustrated. 



Byzantine Texts 

Edited by J. B. BURY. M.A., Litt.D. 
A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 

The History of Pseli.us. Edited by C 



Zachariah of Mitylenk. Translated by F. 
J. Hamilton, D.D., and £. W. Brooks. 
Demy %vo, 12s. td. net. 

EvAGRius. Edited by L^n Parmentier and 
M. Bidez. Detny 2zMf. los. 6d* tut. 



Sathas. Demy Bvo. jss. net. 
Ecthesis Chronica. Edited by Professor 

Lambros. Demy %do. fs. 6d. net. 
The Chronicle of Morea. Edited by John 

Schmitt. DemyZvo. 15^. net. 



Chnrchman's Bible, The 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E. 

A scries of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 



The Epistlb of St. Paul the Apostle to 
the Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin- 
son, M.A. Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 
IS. 6d. net. 

EccLESiASTES. Edited by A. W. Streane, 
D.D. Fcap. Bvo. is. 6d. net. 

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 
THE Philippians. E^lited by C. R. D. 
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition. Fcap Bvo. 
IS. 6d, net. 



The Epistle of St. James. Eklited by 
H. W. Fulford, M.A. Fcap. Bvo. js. 6d. 
net. 

Isaiah. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Two 
Volumes. Fcap. hvo. as. net each. With 
Map. 

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle t» 
THE Ephesians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 
M.A. Fcap. Bvo. is. 6d. net. 
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Churchman's Library, Thie 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, B. D. , F. R. S. E. 
A series of volumes upon such questions as are occupying the attention of Church 
people at the present time. The Editor has enlisted the services of a band of 
scholars, who, having made a special study of Iheir respective subjects, are in a 
position to furnish the best results of modern research accurately and attractively. 

The Beginnings of English Christianity. Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D. 

ByW. E.Collins, M. A. With Map. Cr<7«/« ' 

Svo. 3 J. 6</. 
Some New Testament Problems. By 

Arthur Wright, M. A. Crown Bvo. bs. 
The Kingdom ok Heaven Here and Here- 
after. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 

B. Sc , LL. B. Crown Zv0. 3s, 6d. 
The Workmanship^ of the Prayer Book : 

Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 

Dowden.D.D. Second Edition, CrownZvo. 

2S. 6d. 



Crown 8vo. 3J. 6d. 
TheOld Testament andtheNew Scholar- 
ship. By J. W. Peters, D.D. Crown Bvo. 

6s. 
The Churchman's Introduction to the 

Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B. A. 

Crown 8vo. 3*. 6d. 
The Church of Christ. By E. T. Green, 

M.A. Cro7vn %vo. 6s. 
CoMPARATUE Theology. By J. A. Mac- 

Culloch. Crown Bvo. 6s. 



Classical Translations 

Edited by H. F. Fox, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford. 

Crown Svo. 

A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly acciwacy. 



yEscHYLUS — Agamemnon, Cboephoroe, Eu-. 
menides. Translated by LeMns Campbell, 
LL.D. 5^. 

Cicero— De Oratore L Translated by E..N. 
r. Moor, M.A. 3 J. 6d. 

Cicero — Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro 
Mureno, Philippic 11., in Catilinam). Trans- 
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. 5s. 

Cicero— De Natura Deorum. Translated by 
F. Brooks, M.A. 3J. 6d. 

Ciceroh— De Officiis. Translated by G. B. 
Gardiner, M.A. 2s. 6d, 



Horace— The Odes and Epodes. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. a*. 

LvciAN — Six Dialogues (Ni^inus, Icaro-Me- 
nippus, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood). Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. . 3^. 6d. 

Sophocles — ElectraandAjax. Translated by 
E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. sf. 6d. 

Tacitus — Agricola and Gennania. Trans- 
lated by R. B. Townshend. 2s. 6d. 

The Satires of Juvenal. Translated by 
S. G. Owen. 2s. 6d. 



Commercial Series, Methnen's 

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 

Crown Svo, 

A series intended to assist students and young men preparing for a commercial 
r.ireer, by supplying useful handbooks of a clear and practical character, dealing 
\\'ith those subjects which are absolutely essential in the business life. 



Commercial Education in Theory and 

Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 5^. 
An introduction to Methuen's Commercial 

Series treating the question of Commercial 

Education fully from both the point of view 

of the teacher and of the parent. 
British Commerce and Colonies from 

Elizabeth to Victoria. By H. de B. 

Gibbins,- Litt.D., M.A. Third Edition. 7s. 
Commercial Examination Papers. By H. 

de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. z;. 6d. 
The Economics of Commerce, By H. de 

B. Gibbins, LittD., M.A. Second Edition. 

is. 6d. 



A German Commercial Reader. By S. E. 

Bally. With Vocabulary, zs. 
A Commercial Geography of the British 

Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. lourth 

Edition. 25. 
A Commercial Geography of Foreign 

Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. zs. 
A Primer of Business. By S. Jackson, 

M.A. Third Edition, is. 6d. 
Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor, 

M.A. Fourth Edition, is. 6ii. 
French Commercial Correspondence. By 

S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 

Edition, as, 
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Methuen's Commercial Seki¥..b— continued, 

German Commercial Corrsspondenc?. By 
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. 2*. 6d. 

A French Commercial Reader. By S. £. 
Bally. W'lthVocahulury. Second Ediiion. 2s. 

Precis Writing and Office Correspond- 
ence. By £. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second 
Edition. 2s. 



A Guide to Professions and Business. 
By H. Jones, is. 6d. 

The Principles of Book-keeping by Double 
Entry. By J. E. B. M'Allen, M.A. 2*. 

Commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edwards. 
Second Edition. 2s. 



Connoisseur's Library, The 

fVide Royal %vo, 25^. net, 

A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written by experts for collectors, superbly 
illustrated in photogravure, collotype, and coloiu-. The technical side of the art is 
duly treated. The first volumes are — 



Mezzotints. By Cyv\ Davenport. With 40 
Plates in Photogravure. 

Porcelain. By Edward Dillon. With 19 
Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in 
Photogravure. 

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9 



Plates in Colour, 15 in Collot3rpe, and 15 in 

Photogravure. 
Ivories. By A. Maskell. With 80 Plates in 

Collotype and Photogravure. 
^English Furniture. By F. S. Robinson. 

With 160 Plates in Collotype and one ia 

Photogravure. 



Devotion, The Library of 

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Pott Svo, doik^ 2s. ; leathery 2s, 6d, net. 

These masterpieces of devotional literature are furnished with such Introductions 
and Notes as may be necessary to explain the standpoint of the author and the 
obvious difficulties of the text, without unnecessary intrusion between the author and 
the devout mind. 



The Confessions of St. Augustine, Edited 

by C. Bigg, D. D. Third Edition. 
The Christian Year. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D. D. Second Edition. 
The Imitation of Christ. Edited by C. 

Bigg, D. D. Fourth Edition. 
A Book ok Devotions. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition. 
Lyra Innocentium. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D.D. 
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

Life. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Second 

Edition. 
The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 

D.D. 
A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W. 

Stanbridge, B.D. 
The Psalms ok David. Edited by B. W. 

Randolph, D.D. 
LvRA Apostolica. Edited by Canon Scott 

Holland and Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A. 
The Inner Way. By J. Tauler. Edited by 

A. W. Hutton, M.A. 
The Thoughts op Pascal. Edited by C 

S. Jerram, M.A. 



On the Love of God. By St. Francis de 

Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A 
A Manual of Consolation from the 

Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H. 

Burn, B.D. 
The Song of Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 

M.A. 
The Devotions of St. Ansblm. Eklited by 

C. C. J. Webb, M.A. 
Grace Abounding. ByJohnBunyan. Edited 

by S. C. Freer, M.A. 
Bishop Wilson's Sacra Privata. Edited 

byA. E. Burn, B.D. 
Lyra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse. 

Edited by H. C. Beechiog, M.A., Canon ^ 

Westminster. 
A Day Book from the S aints and Fathers. 

Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D. 
Heavenly Wisdom. A Selection from the 

English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory'. 
Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from the 

German Mystics. Edited by W. R. Inve, 

M.A. 
*Thb Devout Life of St. Francis db Sales. 

Translated and Edited by T. Bams, M. A. 
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Methuen's Half-Orown Library 

Crown Svo. 2s. 6d, net. 



The Life of John Ruskin. By W. G. 

ColUnfwoodfM.A. With Portraits. Fourth 

Edition. 
English Lyrics. By W. £. Henley. Second 

Edition, 
The Golden Pomp. A Procession of English 

Lyrics. Arranged by A. T. Quiller Ccmch. 

Second Edition. 
Chitral : The Story of a Minor Siege. By 

Sir G. S. Robertson, K.C.S.L Third 

Edition. With numerous Illustrations, Map, 

and Plan. 



Strange Survivals and Superstitions. By 
S. Baring-Gould. Third Edition, 

* Yorkshire Oddities and Strange Events. 
By S. Baring-Gould. Fourth Edition. 

English Villages. By P. H. Ditchfield, 
M.A., F.S.A. With many Illustrations. 

*A Book op English Prose. By W. E. 
Henley and C. Whtbley. 

*The Land of the Black Mountain. 
Being a Description of Montenegro. By 
R. Wyon and G. Prance. With 40 Illustra- 
tions. 



niustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books, The 

Fcap Svo, 3^. 6d. tut each volume, 

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chiefly in colour. 

COLOURED BOOKS 



Old Colourbd Books. By George Paston. 

With 16 Coloured Plates. Fca^. Zvo. a* . net. 
The Life and Death op John Mytton, Esq. 

By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 

Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. Third 

Edition. 
The Life of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. 

With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken. 
Handley Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 

\j Coloured Plates and 100 Woodcuts in the 

Text by John Leech. 
Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 

Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech. 
JoRROCKs' Jaunts and Jollities. By R. S. 

Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 

Aiken. 

This volume is reprinted from the ex- 
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which 

contains Aiken's very fine illustrations 

instead of the usual ones by Phiz. 
Ask Mamma. liy R. S. Surtees. With 13 

Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the 

Text by John Leech. 
The Analysis of the Hunting Field. By 

R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by 

Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood. 
The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of 

the Picturesque. By William Combe. 

With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The Tour of Doctor Syntax^ in Search 

OF Consolation. By William Combe. 

With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in 

Search of a Wife. By William Combe. 

With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 
The History of Johnny Quae Genus : the 

Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 

By the Author of * The Three Tours. ' With 

84 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 



The English Dance op Death, from the 
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
Illustrations by the Author of 'Doctor 
Syntax.' Two Volumes. 
This book contains 76 Coloured Plates. 

The Dance OF Life: A Poem. By the Author 
of 'Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with a6 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 

Life in London : or, the Day and Night 
Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and his 
El^ant Friend, Corinthian Tom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous 
Designs on Wood. 

Real Life in London : or, the Rambles 
and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esqu and 
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an 
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 31 Coloured 
Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc 
Two Volumes. 

The Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 
With 37 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, 
and several Designs on Wood. 

The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver Gold- 
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T, Row- 
landson. 
A reproduction of a very rare book. 

The Military Adventures of Johnny 
Newcome. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The National Sports of Great Britain. 
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 
by Henry Aiken. 

This book is completely different from the 
large folio edition of ' National Sports ' by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 
similar. 

The Adventures of a Post Captain, By 
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Williams. 
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The Illustrated Pocket LiBRAXV^-canttHugd, 



Gamonia : or, the Art of Preserving Game ; 
and an Improved Method of making Planta- 
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstome, Esq. With 15 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins. 

An Academy for Grown Horsemen : Con- 
taininji; the completest Instructions ^ for 
Wallunjs, Trotting, Cantering, Gallopine, 
Stumblmg, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 
37 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Gioffrey 
Gambado, Esq. 

Real Life in Ireland, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Bora, Esq., and his 



Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O'Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc. 

The Adventures op Johnny Nbwcomb in 
the Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 
John Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured 
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandson. 

•The English Spy. By Bernard Black- 
mantle. With 72 Coloured Plates by R. 
Cruikshank, and many Illustrations on 
wood. T\uo Voiumes, 



PLAIN BOOKS 



The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair. 
Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis 
Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an Engraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A. 
The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure. 

Illustrations of the Book of Job. In- 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 
These famous Illustrations — 21 in number 
— are reproduced in photogravure. 

iEsop's Fables, with 380 Woodcuts by 
Thomas Bewick. 

Windsor Castle. ByW. Harrison Ainsworth. 
With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
by George Cruikshank. 



Thr Tower of London. By W. Harrison 
Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts 
in the Text by George Cruikshank. 

Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank. 

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 24 
Illustrations by the Author. 

The Com pleat Angler.^ By Izaak Walton 
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text. 

This volume is reproduced from the beauti- 
ful edition of John Major of 1824. 

The Pickwick Papers. By Charles Didcens. 
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 
Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con- 
temporary Onwhyn Plates. 



Junior Examination Series 

Edited by A, M. M. Stedman, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. is. 

This series is intended to lead up to the School Examination Series, and is intended 
for the use of teachers and students, to supply material for the former and practice 
for the latter. The papers are carefully graduated, cover the whole of the subject 
usually taught, and are intended to form part of the ordinary class work. They 
may be used vivd voce or as a written examination. 



Junior French Examination Papers. By 

F. Jacob, M.A. 

Junior Latin Examination Papers. By C. 

G. Botting, M.A. Third Edition. 
Junior EffOLisH Examination Papers. By 

W. Williamson, M.A. 
Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers. 
By W. S. Beard. Second Edition, 



Junior Greek Examination Papers. By T. 
C. Weatherhead, M.A. 

Junior General Information Examina- 
tion Papers. By W. S. Beard. 

*A Key to the above. Crown Zvo. y. 6d. 

Junior Geography Examination Papers. 
ByW. G. Baker, M.A. 



Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By Junior German Examination Papers. By 
S. W. Finn, M.A. 1 A. Voegelin, M.A. 

Junior School-Books, Methuen's 

Edited by O. D. Inskip, LL.D., and W. Williamson, B.A. 

A series of elementary books for pupils in lower forms, simply written 

by teachers of experience. 

A Class-Book of Dictation Passages. By The Gospel According to St. Matthkw. 
W.Williamson, B.A. Tenth Edition. Crown Edited by E. Wilton South, M.A. With 
^vo. IS. td» Three Maps. Crown %vo. is. 6d. 
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Mbthubn's Junior School-Books ^-c^niinued, 

TiaGosPBLAccQ^nwaToSi'. Makk. Edited 

by A. E. I^«bie,P.D; With . Three Maps. 

Crpum 9o0, x/. td, 
A Junior English Grammar. By W.WUIuun- 

soQ» B. A. With numerous pau»Mees for parsing 

and analysis, and a chapter oq Essay Writing. 

SeamdMditum, CmnvnBvff, as. 
A Junior Chemistry. By E. A. Tyler, B.A. , 

F.C.S. With 78 Illustrations. Second Edi- 

Hon, Crown Svo, as. 6d. 
The Acts op the Apostles. Edited by A. 

£. Rubie, D.D. Crvwn Zvo. as, 
A Junior French Grammar. By L. A. 

Somet and M . J, Acatos. Cratim Zvo. as. 
Elementary Experimental Science. Phy* 

sics by W. T.:Clougfa, A.R.C.S. Chemistry 



by A. E. DunsUn, B.Sc With a Plates and 

X 54 Diagrams. CnmmZvo, as,.6d, 
A Junior Gbombtry. By Noel S. Lydon. 

with 839 Diagrams. Crown Bvo, as, • 
*A Junior Magmbtism and Electricity. By 

w. T. Clough. With many Illustrations. 

Crown Zvo, 
Elementary Experimental Chemistry. 

By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 4 Plates 

and 109 Diagrams. Crown Zvo. as, 
A Junior French Prose Composition. 

By R. H. N. Baron, M. A. Croivn Zvo. as. 
*The Gospel According to St. Luke. With 

an Introduction and Notes by William 

Williamson, B. A. With Three Maps. Crown 

Zvo, IS. 6d, 



Leaders of Beligion 

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. M.A., Canon of Westminster With Portraits, 

Crown Zvo, 2S, net, 
A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religious life 
and thought of all ages and countries. 



Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Hutton. 
John Wesley. By J.H. Overton, M.A. 
Bishop Wilbbrforce. By G. W. Daniell, 

M.A. 
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M. A. 
Charles Simeon. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D. 
John Keblb. By Walter Lock, D.D. 
Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
Lancelot Andrewes. By R. L. Ottley, 

D. D. Second Edition. 
Augustine op Canterbury. By E. L. 

Cutts, D.D. 



William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, M.A. 

Second Edition. 
John Knox. ByF.MacCunn. Second Edition. 
John Howe. By R. F. Horton, D.D. 
Bishop Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A. 
George Fox, the Quaker. By T. Hodgkin, 

D.C.L. 
John Donnk By Augustus Jessopp, D.D. 



Thomas Cranmer. By A. J. Mason, D.D 

.. M. 
J. Carlyle, M.A. 



Bishop Latimer. By'R. M. Carlyle and A. 
Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 

Little Blue Books, The 

General Editor, E. V. LUCAS. . 
Illustrated* Demy i6mo. 2s. 6d, 
A series of books for children. The aim of the editor is to get entertaining or 
exciting stories about normal children, the moral of which is implied rather than 
expressed. 



1. The Castaways of Meadowbank. By 

Thomas Cobb. 

2. The Beechnut Book. By Jacob Abbott. 

Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

3. The Air Gun. By T. Hilbert. 

4. A School Year. By Netu Syrett. 

5. The Peelbs at the Capital. By Roger 

Ashton. 



8. 



The Treasure of Princegate Priory 

By T. Cobb. 
Mrs. Barberry's General Shop. By 

Roger Ashton. 
A Book of Bad Children. By W. T. 

Webb. 

Thb Lost Ball. By Thomas Cobb. 



Little Books on Art 

IVit^ many Illustrations* Demy i6mo. 2s, 6d, net. 
A. series of .monographs in miniatare, containing the complete outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced 
with the {greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 

Greek Art. Second EdOion. H. B. Walters. I Reynolds. J. Sime. 
300KPLATBS. E. Almack,' | Romnby. George Pastoo* 
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Walton ^nak). the compleat 

ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan. 



WorOfWOrthCW.). SELECTIONS FROM 
WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowm 
C Smith 

Wordfwoxtb <W.) and Colerid|r» (8.T.)i 
LYRICAL BALLADS. EditedbyOxQBGB 
Sampson. 



WatarbouM <Mrt. Alfred), a little 

BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Fourth Edition, 

Hiniature Liliraxy, Hethnen's 

Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of 

humanity, devotion, or literary genius. 



EuPHRANOR* A Dialogue on Youth. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the edition pub- 
lished by W. Pickering in xSsz. Domy 
S2mo» Lea4herf as, net. 

PoLONius: or Wise Saws and Modem In- 
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edition published by W. Pickering in 
1852. D$my ^afHo, Leathtr, as, net* 

The RubAiyAt op Omar KhawAm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the zst edition 
of 1859, Third Edition. Leather^ is, net. 



The Life of Edward, Lord Herbkrt op 
Chbrbury. Written by himself. From 
the edition printed at Strawberry Hill in 
the year 2764. Mediune yineo, L^iaiher, 
2s, net. 

The Visions op Dom Francisco Qubvedo 
ViLLBGAS, Knight of the Order of St 
James. Made English by R. L. From the 
edition printed for H. Herringnuuif 1668. 
Leather, as. net. 

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edi* 
tionof7848. Leather, as. 9£t, 



The Oxford Biographies 

Fcap, Zvo. Each tw/ume, cloth, 2s, 6d. net ; leather, y^ 6d. net. 
These books are written by scholars of repute, who combine knowledge and 
literary skill with the power of popular presentation. They are illustrated from 
authentic material. 



Dante Alighibri. By Paget Toynbee, M. A., 

D.Litt. With 13 Illustrations. Second 

Edition, 
Savonarola. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A. 

With xa Illustrations. Second Edition, 
John Howard. By E. C S.. Gibson, D.D., 

Vicar of Leeds. With xa Illustrations. 
Tennyson. ,By A. C. Benson, M.A. With 

9 Illustrations. 
Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor With 

12 Illustrations. 
Erasmus. By £. F. H. Capey. With xa 

Illustrations. 
Thr Young Pretender. By C. S. Terry. 

With xa Illustrations. 



Robert £urns. By T. F. Henderson. 

With Z2 Illustrations. 
Chatham. By A. S. M^DowaU. With 12 

Illustrations. 
St. Francis op Assisi. By Anna M. Stod- 

dart. With 16 Illustrations. 
Canning. By W. A. Phillips. With m 

Illustrations. 
Bbaconsfibld. By Walter SicheL With 12 

Illustrations. 
Goethe. By H. G. Atkins. • With xa Illus- 
trations. 
*Fbnelon. By Viscount . St. C3rz«s. With 

xa Illustrations. 



School E3camination Series 

Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr<n»n %vo. 
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French 'Examination Papers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition, 
A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fifth Edition, 
Crown Bvo, 6s. net. 
Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Ttve(/ih Edition, 
Key (Fourth Edition) issued as above. 
6s. net, 
Greek Examination Papers. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Seventh Edition,' 
Ksy {Second Edition) issuied as above. 
6s. tut, 
German Examination Papers. By R. J. 
Morich, Fifth Edition, 



Key {Second Edition) issued as above. 
6s. net. 

History and Geography Examination 
Papers. By C. H. Spence, ir,A. ^.ftm/ 
Edition, 

Physics Examination Papers. By R. E 
. Steel, M.A., F»CS. 

General Knowledge Examucatiow 
Papers. By A. M. M. Stedman, >f.A. 
Fifth Edition ' * 

XvY {Third Editufk) issujed as^^ve. 
7 s.' net. 

Examination Papers in English Histoh: 
By J. Tait Plowden-Wardlaw, B. A. 
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Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. DE B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. Crown Zvo. 2J. 6dl 

A series of volumes upon those topics of social economic, and industrial interest 
that are foremost in the public mind. 

Each volume is written by an author who is an acknowledged authority upon the 
subject with which he deals. 



Trade Unionism— New and Old. By G. 

Howell. Third Edition. 
The Co-operative Movement To-day. By 

G. J. Holyoake. Fourth Edition, 
Problems of Poverty. By J. A. Hobson, 

M.A. Fifth Edition, 
The Commerce of Nations. By C. F. 

Bastable, M. A. Third Edition. 
The Auen Invasion. By W. H. Wilkins,B* A. 
The Rural Exodus. By P. Anderson 

Graham. 
Land Nationalization. By Harold Cox, 

B.A. 
A Shorter Working Day, By H. de Gibbins 

and R. A. Hadfield. 
Back to the Land. An Inquiry into Rural 

Depopulation. By H. E. Moore. 
Trusts, Fools, and Corners. By J. Stephen 

Jeans. 



By R. W. Cooke- 
By Gertrude 
Miss 



The Factory System. 

Taylor. 
The State and its Children. 

Tuckweli. 
Women's Work. By Lady Ditke, 

Bulley, and Miss Whitley. 
Socialism and Modern Thought. By M. 

Kauffmann. 
The Problem of the Unemployed. By J. 

A. Hobson, M.A. 
Life in West London. By Arthur Sherwell, 

M.A. Third Edition. 
Railway Nationalization. By Clement 

Edwards. 
Workhouses and Pauperism. By Louisa 

Twining. 
University and Social Settlements. By 

W. Reason, M.A. 



Methuen's Standard Library 

Edited by SIDl^EY LfcE. In Sixpenny Volumes. 

Messrs. Methuen are publishing'a new series of reprints containing both books of classical 
repute, which are accessible in various forms, akid also some rarer books, of which no satisfactory 
edition at a moderate price is in existence, it is their ambition to place the best books of all 
nations, and particularly of the Anglo-Saxon race, within the reach of every reader. All the 
great masters of Poetry, Drama, Fiction, History, Biography, and Philosophy will be repre- 
sented. Mr. Sidney Lee is the General Elditor of the Library, and he contributes a Note to 
each book. The characteristics of Methuen's Standard Library are five : — x. Soundness 
of Text. 2. Completeness. 3. Cheapness. 4. Clearness of Type. 5, Simplicity. 
In a few cases very long books £u:e issued as Double Volumes at One Shilling net or as Treble 
Volumes at One Shilling and Sixpence net. The volumes may also be obtained in cloth at 
One Shilling net, or in the case' of a Double or Treble Volume at One and Sixpence net or 
Two Shillings net. ^ . 

These are the early Books, all of which are in the Press — 



The Works of William Shakespeare. In 

10 volumes. 
Vol. i.— The Tempest ; The Two Gentlemen 

of Verona ; The Merry Wives of Windsor ; 

Measure for Measure; The Comedy of 

Errors. 
Vol. II.— Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's 

Labour's Lost; A Midsummer Night's 

Dream; The Merchant of Venice; As You 

Like It. 
Vol. in.— The Taming of the Shrew ; All's 

Well that Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The 

Winter's Tale. 
*Vol. IV.— The Life and Death of King John ; 

The Tragedy of Kbg Richard the Second ; 

The First Part of Kin^ Hemf iv. ; The 

Second Part of King Henry iv. 



*Vol. v.— The Life of King Henry v. ; The 
First Part of King Henry vi. ; The Second 
Part of King Henry vi. 
' *Vol. VI.— The Third Part of King Henry vi. : 
The Tragfedy of King Richard in. ; The 
Famous History of the Life of King 
Henry vni. 
The Pilgrim's Progress. By John Bunyan. 
The Novels of Jane Austen. In s volumes. 

Vol. I, — Sense and Sensibility. 
Trb English Works of Francis Bacon, 
Lord Verulam. 
Vol. I.— Essays and Counsels and the New 
Atlantis. 
The Poems and Plays of Oliver OotDSMtrm 
0«"TH1E Imit!ation OF Chwst. By Thomas 
St Kempis. 

[ContinuiiL 
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Mkthubn's Standakd LiBUAXt—e^mtimtud. 

Thb Works or Bbn Jonson. In about la 
volumes. 
*VoL. I.— The Case is Altered ; Every Man 
in His Humour ; Every Man out of His 
Humour. 
•Vot II.— Cynthia's Revels ; The Poetaster. 
Thb Prosb Works op John Milton. 

*VoL. L— £ikonoklastes and The Tenure of 
Kings and Magutrates. 
Sblbct works op Edmund Burks. 

VoL I. — Reflectionson the French Revolution. 
Thb Works op Hbnry Fiblding. 

Vol. I.— Tom Tones. (Treble Volume.) 
Thb Pobms op Thomas Chattbrton. In a 
volumes. 
*Vol. 1.— Miscellaneous Poems. 
*Thb Lifb of Nelson. By Robert Soothey. 
The Meditations op Marcus Aurblius. 

Translated by R. Graves. 
Thb History op thb Decline and Fall op 
THE Roman Empire. By Edward Gibbon. 
In 7 volumes. 

The Notes have been revised by J. B^ 
Bury, Litt.D. 
The Plays of Christopher Marlowb. 
*VoL I.— Tamburlane the Great; The Tragi- 
cal History of Doctor Faustus. 
*Thb Natural History and Antiquities of 
Sblbornb. By Gilbert White. 



Thb Poems of Percy Bysshe Shelley. In 
4 volumes. 
*Vol. I.— AUstor ; The Daemon of the World ; 

The Revolt of Islam, etc 
•Vol. II.— Prometheus Unbound ; TheCenci; 
The Masque of Anarchy ; Peter Bell the 
Third ; Ode to Liberty ; The Witch of 
Atlas ; Ode to Naples ; Uldipus Tyrannus. 
The text has been revised by C. D. Locock. 
•The Little Flowers of St^ Francis. 

Translated by W. Heywood. 
The Works of Sir Thomas Browne. In 6 
volumes. 
•Vol. I.— Relisio Media and Urn Burial 
The Poems of John Milton. In a volumes. 
•VoL L— Paradise Lost. 
•Vol. II. — Miscellaneous Poems and Paradise 
Reeained. 
Select WORKS op Sir Thomas More. 

•Vol. I. — Utopia and Poems. 
•The Analogy of Reugion, Natural and 

Revealed. Byjoseph Butler, D.D. 
*The Plays of Philip Massingek. 

Vol. I — The Duke of Milan ; The Bond- 
man ; The Roman Actor. 
•The Poems op John Keats. In a volumes. 
•The Republic of Plato. Translated by 
Taylor and Sydenham. 



Toclmology, Textbooks of 

Edited by Professor J. WERTHEIMER, F.I.C. 
Fully Illustrated. 



How to Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. 

Third Edition. Crown 2vo, is, 6d. 
Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C. Webber. 

Third Edition. Crown Zvo. y.6d. 
Practical Mechanics. By Sidney H. Wells. 

Third Edition. Crown Zvo. 3«. 6d. 
Practical Physics. By H. Stroud, D.Sc, 

M.A. Crown Bvo. y. 6d, 
Millinery, Theoretical and Practical. 

By Clare Hill. Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 

2S. 

Practical Chemistry. Part l By W. 
French, M. A. Crown Bvo. Third Edition. 
IS. 6d. 



Practical Chemistry. Part n. By W. 
French, M.A., and T. H. Boardman, M.A. 
CroTvn Svo. xx. 6d. 

Technical Arithmetic and Geometry. 
By C. T. Millis, M.I.M.E. Crown Bva. 
3S. 6d. 

An Introduction to the Study of Tex- 
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Defuy 
Svo. js. 6d, 

Builders' Quantities. By H. C. Grubb. 
Crown Bvo. 4^. 6d. 

Repouss£ Metal Work. By A. C. Hortb. 
Crown Bvo. 2s. 6d. 



Theology, Handbooks of 

Edited by R. L. Ottley, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 

and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford. 

The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of 
Theology with trustworthy Text-books, adequately refiresenting the present position 
of the questions dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on 
Theology and Religion. 



The XXXIX. Articles of rnic Church of 
England. Edited by £. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Third and Cheaper Edition in one 
Volume* Demy Bvo* 12s, 6d. 



An Introduction 
Religion. By 
Litt.D. Third 
jos,6d. 



to the History op 
F. B. Jevons, M.A., 
Edition. Demy ^0. 
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Tra DocniiHE of Tin Ihcaxhation. By R. 

L. ORlsr, D.D. Sutmd timd Cktattr 

EJiiitu. DimjtBa. lu. &^ 
Ah IimoDUCTiaH to thi History of the 

CUSDS. By A. E. Bun, B.D. Dimj 



Btmjtvf. tBI.6lL 
L HlSTOBY OP GahlT CHmTIAH DOCTWNI. 

By J. F. Bclhune Baku, &LA. Dtm^lm. 



WestniiiiBtar CotnmentBiieB, The 

Generat Editor, WALTER LOCK, D. D. , Warden of Keble College. 

Dean IreliDd's ProTessor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford, 

TTie object of each cororoenlwy is prinuuilyeiiegetical, to iotcrprel lhe«uthor's 

meaning to the present generation. The editors will not deal, except very subor- 

dinalely, with questions of textual crilicisin or philology ; but, taking the ^Dgliih 



d Nolo by S. 



r, D.D. 



G<»dge,U.Jt 



LE.or Paul the Afostle 
rHiANs. Kdiied by H. L. 
Dtmj/ tvo. 6i. 



Fmirlk Edili. . _. , ._. 

The Book or Job. Edited Inr IC C S. Gib»i 

l»,'%4'^^^Tj^'"&iViR- THEKmTUIO-ST.jA«ES. Edi«d will, 

R Rackhun, M.A. Otmy Iw. Sttnd unJ troductjoo and Notes by R. J. KdowI 
C»4^frr£Mtin, lei. 6A U.A. Dtmfiva. 6f. 



Part II. — Fiction 



CAPRICIOUS C 

tin. Crcnn Ivo. tt. 
LOVE AND LOUISA. StttMd Ediii, 



AlUter a.\ Autlior of 'Vice Verd.' A 
BAVARD FROM BENGAL. miuti>i«l 
by Behkaxo pARTmEGii Tkird SiiiliaK. 
Crrainitv. 31. 6rf. 

BaduUerflrTlIu:}, Author of ' Eben Holdeo. ' 
DARREL OFTHE BLESSED ISLES. 
Third EilHaH. CnniHinc &. 

Burnt (Uchard). A ROMAX MYSTERY. 
Third Editim. Cnnonivo. 61. 

•THE PASSPORT. 



,gNm" 



Boiing-doiild (S). ARMINgLL. I'iftit 

UKITH. Fifth Editiim. CnnvuStt. 61. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Stenti 

CHEAp"jAC™ZITA. '>«("!* EditltH. 
— j,^^^ 



THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifih EdlltM 

JACQUETTA. Tkini Edition. Cnm*im>.& 
KITTY ALONK Fifth Edilim. r^. s«.. ft, 
NOEMl. Illuitreled. J^. ■' " 



BLADYS. lilusOaUd. 



LITTLE TUT ENNV. ANmEdilim. 6d. 

Sic iil;£o ShilJlnE Novels. 
BwlOT (JanB). THE LAND OF THE 
SHAMROCK. Cnramvi. 6s. SeealHi 



wtaicb hsu abuudinlly u&iSi 
il buinDU[.''-Z'at& Chreiu'i 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



MANY. Third EdilitT,. 

' There u mudk uujxbt m it, ud mLu-h 
cxccnHilhumiHiT.'— OuO'Cinwcft. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Third EJiiitn. 



unLDf pound I T( 



t ELECTRA. Santtd Editii 



ShiIb ShiiriDE 

nunii fiTiiiiiin 

OFSIRJOHN SPARROW. CwmiBw.tj, 

BS|l<K(BlUl«l. EMMANUEL BURDEN, 

MERCHANT. WLih 36 Illustnliont ty 

G. K. Ckkstibtoh. Sicttid EdilitK. 

B«iuon(B.F.). '5« Shilling Novell. 
■oMon (MargEnit). SUB, 

VANITY, CramiSKf. 31.6. 
- - - .-.._ «.i»..> .;.. ShiiiioE 

_ _ 'the 

ONE 1 A Pwe of Ihf Fttnch R=» 



JJECT 



Baunt (Blr WkIW^ SeeShi 

BomiM (Harold O.K See '" ■ 
Borbm (J. BloiuklellaX 



tllDII 



lied. 



FESSIONSOFDIANAPLEASE. TKrd 
■A JAY OF ITALY. Cram Btw, fi>. 

ObanuTCiraatlierbT). thbtracedy 

or the GREAT EMERALD. Crm'< ' 



mW til 
cepdon. This "Drain of thi Woild'i 
Tngcdj* ii k lofty ud dM tDid«uite 
paruhrmH of the Bopremo climui of the 
m^^ed Bunlini.'— &>jffa Jfaum. 
THE SORROWS OF SATAN. FtHy 
Sinlh Edilitx. Cnrmt Biw. 6j. 

■A ™y pairen'nl pieco of work. . . . 
TEie coDcepaoB'ij ma^nificdnl:, tnd is likely 
to wiD an ftl^lng pUce within the memory 

-rnnnd of leuBoiH, ud ■ limitleu Budnaty. 



which ihoo* Iha insvilmble disaster hearani 
of. . . . The '^»d Cardinal Bonpij u a 

' " ill to stand beside the good 

iMi>«»bles." It is a hook 
_poae ejEpreued with absoJute 

Is ■ hookworth reading.'— 



THE MYSTERY 

SicHul EdiSii. L 

SeeolioShilliDENt 

OlUtod fflB0& * 
TO-DAYT Cftt 



A BUNGALOW, 



A FREE LANCE C 



miirord mn- W. K.). see ShilKng No*e)^ 

and Books fcr Boyi and Girls. 
Cobb {Thomu}. A CHANGE OF FACE. 

A BrtM ANdK r,. . ., ^ 

VENDETTA. Tmattr-Fird EdUim. Cremn 
THELMA. ThirtySatad Editiim. Crw 
ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAI> I Ciina™! 



SUPREMACY. ,3Bl»T. 

' It it Lmpossible to read such 11 work as 
" Tempormf Power " without becoming con- 
vinced that the sIdt; is Intended 10 convey 
cutaia oidcdsou on Iha ways at the workl 
and certain tatnttlons for Ihe betlerment 
of humanity. . . . If thccHof imemiMi of 
tlie book was tL> hold the mlrriir up (o shams, 
injustice, dishonesty cruelly, and neglect 

I 10 thai intention. ■—(l^iiMUV '■'«'■ 
I GOD'S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. litlhTh-vidnd. CmfsEod. 6i. 
C0tei(Uri. Everard.). Ses Suo Jeannelte 



WORMWOOD, fmr/unlh Sditiim. Cm,i 



Crockett [& B.), 



sur (Bobeit). 

jr of'The Raiders,' 



lochinVar. 

THE STANDARD BEAIiER. Cnw-Biw. 

&[. 
CrokarOLKV ANGSL. FtarihSJSOm. 
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f^EGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sixth Edit. 

Crtnm 8tw. 6jr. 
THE OLD CANTONMENT. Crtmm^ivd, 6s. 
A STATE SECRET. Third Edition, Crown 

8sw. or. 6<^ 

iOHAKNA. Second EeRtion. Crowned, ts. 
'HE HAPPY VALLEY. Third Edition. 

Crown 2vo. 6s. 
•TRANSPLANTED. Crown ^o. 6s. 
SaWMn (A. J;). DANIEL WHYTE. 

Crown ocw* 3^* ^'** 
ZHnrle (A. Cknuup, Author of 'Sherlock 

Holmes,* 'The White Company/ etc. 

ROUND THE RED LAMP. Ninth 

Edition, Crown Svo. 6s. 

Dimcaii (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 

Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL 

AMERICANS. Illustrated. Third 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE POOL IN THE DESERT. Crown 

Svo, 6s, 
A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Ctvwn 

6vo 3s. 6d. 

Findlaterc J. H.> the green graves 

OF BALGOWRIE. Fi/th Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Plndlater (Maxy). A narrow way. 

Third Edition. Crow Bvo. 6s. 

THE ROSE OF JOY. Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Fitipatrick (K.) THE WEANS AT 
ROWALLAN. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion* Crown Bzfo. 6s, 

ntssteplien (Cterald). MORE kin 

THAN KIND. CroTun Bvo. 6s. 

Fletcher (J. B.). LUCIAN THE 

DREAMER. Ctvwn Bvo. 6s. 
FnMT (Mrs. HU^), Author of* The Stolen 

Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE 

SWORD. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
•THE SHADOW OF THE LORD. Crown 

Bvo, 6s. 
Gerard (Dorothea), Author of ' Lady Baby.* 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. 

Second Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 
HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
MADE OF MONEY. Croum Bvo, 6s. 
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. CrownSvo. 6s, 
♦THE IMPROBABLE IDYLL. Crffton 

Bvo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Ctorard OBrnUy). the HERONS' 

TOWER. CroTon Bvo. 6s. 
OiSSlllg (George), Author of 'Demos/ 'In 
thcYear of TubUee/ etc. THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Edition, Crown 
Bvo, 6s, ^ ^ 
See also Shilling Novels. 

Gleig (COiarlee). bunteR'S cruise. 

Illustrated. Crown Bvo, 3;. 6d, 

BJurrod(F.) (nrances Forbes Boliertfloii). 

THE TAMING OF THE BRUTS* Crown 
Bvo,- 6s, 



HerhertBon (Agnes G.). patience 

DEAN. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

HiohenslBohert). THE PROPHET OF 

BERKELEY square. Second Edition 

Crown Bvo, 6s. 
TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Second 

Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 
FELIX. Fourth Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s, 
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Sixth 

Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
BYEWAYS. Crown Bvo, y. 6d. 
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Tenth 

Edition. Crown &vo. 6s, 
*THE BLACK SPANIEL. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
Hobhes (John OliTSr), Author of ' Robert 

Orange.' THE SERIOUS WOOING. 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN the 

Car. Tenth Edition, Crown Bfvo, ^ 6s. 

*A very remarkable book, deserving of 
critical analysis impossible within our limit ; 
brilliant, but not superficial ; well considered, 
but not elaborated ; constructed with the 
ytovethvaX art that conceals, but yet allows 
Itself to be enjoyed by readers to whom fine 
literary method is a keen pleasure.'— T'A/ 
Vf^orld. 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s, 

*A graceful, vivaciotts comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are traced 
with a auisterly hand.* — Times. 

A MAN OF MARK. Fi/th Edition, Crown 
Bvo. 6s. 

'Of all Mr. Hope's books, 'A Man of 
Mark " is the one which best compares with 
"The Prisoner of Zendii." ' — National 
Observer. 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN- 
TONIO. Seventh Edition. CroHtnBvo. 6s. 
'It is a perfectly enchanting story of love 
and chivalry, and pure romance. The 
Count is the most constant, desperate, and 
modest and tender of lovers, a peerless 
gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a faithful 
friend, and a magnanimous foe. '--CrflftKn^VMr. 

PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar. 
Sixth Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

* The tale is thoroughly fresh, quick with 
vitality, stirring the blood.'— .S"/. fames'^ 
Gasette, 

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 
Crown Bvo, 6s, 

'There is searching anal3rsis of human 
lature, with a most ingeniously con- 
structed plot. ^ Mr. Hope has drawn the 
contrasts of his women with marvellous 
subtlety and delicacy.' — Times, 

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fourth Edition. 
Crown Bvo, 6s, ^ • 

'In elegance, delicacy, and tact it ranks 

. with the best of his novels,- while in the 

■ wide range of its pmrtraiture and the subtilty 
of its analyns it surpasses all his earliar 
ventures. —o'/0c/c/^. 
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QUISASTE. Faiatk EJiUait. Crnm 8h. 

'The book a DotiUB bt «. yaj hifh 

liBcrmrr qtulitr, tail Ad immna aJF powsud 

B>«leTT on everv pajEt.' — DtSly ChrtnicUt 

THE D6LLV DIALOGUES. Cmn 8m 

•A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Crtam 



: MISSISSIPPI 



OrLYTE. Cm, 

HoulL (BmAnoA). 

BOBBLE. Illosiiucd. Cr 

^HouDuiKaiMBenM). aglovale de 

GALIS. Cmnim. 6i. 
Htiw (C J. OotOlUnX AaihDT or 'Cwola 

KMlia.' MR. UORROCKS, PURSER. 

Tiird Editien. Crramitrt. Si. 
MooU (T. W.X MANY CARGOES. 

SeS' urchins. SlmittkEditin. Creum 

A UAS^^R OF CRAFT. lUadnttd. SUlk 
Editim. Crmn Sw.3j.6dL 

'CiLD be noraemdlj Tecoipineiuled to' all 
wbo hvn not ]«I thtu appcdle foi whole- 
MBiE ]M.-afhta.'—S^tatrr. 

'The Sen hunaniii book paUubed Tor 
BUT ■ ia.y.-—Bimti mmd WluU. 
LIGHT FREIGHTS. lUuiDiital. Ftmrtk 
£dilien. CmnSm. ji. M 
_ ' Hii wit mnd huniour are perfectly itn- 
■ktjble, Mr. jMCobtt writes ef skjppers, and 
mitei, ud ■eamen, ud bii crew m\ the 
jollicit lot thu eret uited.'— Z>aiVr A'nu. 
' LaOEbtn in amy ngt.'— Daily Mail 
3wOMWiit\ THErSOFTSIDE.J<c«<f 
Editlit, Crnm tvr. 61. 



THE GOLDEN BOWL. Tkird Edilitn. 

Janwn (atutaT). ABRAHAM'S sacri- 



Lanstindke (V.) and Bonms (0. 

Hiroldf- THE VALLEY OF IN. 

HERITANCK, CrTO»aw, 6». 
LawISBB (Hon. Emily). Hte shilling Novell. 
L&iTBOiL (Haxry). Amlior oT 'When [he 

BHIt Boil^' CHILDREN OF THE 

BUSH. CrmusSw. is. 
Le Quom (W.). THK HUNCHBACK OF 

WKST.MINSTEK. ThirdEdititn. Cnom 

8m. 6i. 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Tkird Ediliim. 

CrvBrnice. 6t. 
THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW, 

... .. . —itdSdi/iHi. CmnaptL 



BEHIND THE THRONE. Cmat tot. 



OF J. 



Gods.' MADAME 



long (J. Lnther), ' 

DarlinE of the G 

BUTTERFLY. 

SIXTY JANE. Crvm _.. 

lyaJl Q|ili>^ DERRICK VAUGKAN, 



NOVELIST. 






H'CarUi; (JuUU E.), Aathor of ■ ir I were 
King.' THE LADY OF LOYALTY 
HOUSE. Tkird Editun. Cmm tvt. 

THE DRYAD. SmrndSdUitK. C™™8t«. 

IUonaTl«llUll(a.> THE FORTUNE OF 
CHRISTINA MACNAB. Tkird Edition. 

luiet ai^x 'colonel enderby's 

WIFE. Tkitd EilfHen. Cnmn. 8«>. 6j. 
K COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. JVnr 

Edition. CrmmSta. Si. 
LITTLE PETER. Stcmd EdUim. Crtmm 

ivt. vid. 
THE WAGES OF SIN. FnrUraik Edilim. 

Cream Sfa. it. 
THE CA&ISSIMA. Ftmrik Ediliim. Cnram 

THE 'GA'TELESS BARRIER, FnrtkEdl. 
tin. Cmmit^ 61. 
'In>"nis Gitckii Bairier' 



, -_; I Matet has 

stry, Che actnal writJDff, 13 above 1 
hiEh Jen] of the booki that were I 






pathos througboat, "SirRichaidCaJm^j" 
must ra^ as the great nord of a -grcsl 

' The ripest fruit of Lucas Malel's geaios. 

A nctue of mattniid Iot* by tums tender 

and terrible.'— 5<teiaffr. 
'A renuritabiy fine book, whh a nobla 

motiTe and a Eotud conclusion.' — Pilot. 
l[B]lII(Hn.|I.B.). OLIVIA'S SUMMER. 

Stcemi EJHitK. Creumivi!. 61. 
A LOST ESTATE, A tfai Sdi/ien. 

CnwHSw. 61. 
THEPARISUOPHILBY. ..<JY«v.£diA^ 
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MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr&wn Zvo. 6s. 
A WINTER'S TALE. A New Edition, 

Cr^vm 8tww 6s» 
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS. A New 

Editum, Crown 8vo. 6s, 
See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Harriott (CharleBX Author of *The 

Colcuniu' GENEVRA. Second Edition, 

Cr. 8vo. 6s, 

marsh (Richard). THE Twickenham 

PEERAGE. Second Edition, CrovanZvo. 

6s, 
A DUEL. CrownZvo. 6s. 
•THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Crown 

Zvo. 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Mason (A. E. W.), Author of < The Cotirtship 

of Morrice Buckler,' ' Miranda of the Bal- 
cony,' etc. CLEMENTINA. Illustrated. 

Crown ivo. Second Edition. 6s. 
Mathers (Helen), Author of ' Comin' thro' 

the Rye.' HONEY. Fourth Edition. 

Crown Bvo. 6s, 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Crown 

Svo, 6s, 
•THE FERRYMAN. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
•Maxwell (W. B.). Author of *The Ragged 

Messenger.' VIVIEN. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
Meade (L.T.X DRIFT. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
RESURGAM. ^ Crovon Bvo. 6s. 

See also Shilling Novels. 
Meredith (EUis). HEART OF MY 

HEART. CrownBvo. 6s. 
*Mi88 Molly' (The Author oO- THE 

GREAT RECONCILER. Crmvn Bvo. 

Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition, 

CroTvn Bvo. ss. 6d, 
IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING. 

Third Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition. 

Crown Bvo, 6s, 
Montresor (F. F.X Author of Mnto the 

Highways and Hedges.' THE ALIEN. 

Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Morrison (ArthnrX TALES OF MEAN 

STREETS. Sixth Edition. Crown Bvo. 
6s, 

*A great book. The author's method is 
amazingly effective, and produces a thrilling 
sense of reality. The writer lays upon us a 
master hand. The book is simply appalling 
and irresistible in its interest. It is humor- 
• ous also ; without humour it would not make 

the mark it is certain to make.' — World, 
ACHILDOFTHEJAGO. Fourth Editum, 
Crown Bvo, 6s, . 

*The book b a. masterpiece.'— Pa// JIf*// 
Gazette. 
XO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition, 
, CrfWMBvo, 6s. 

'This is the .new Mr. Arthur Morrison, 
gradouA and tender, sympathetic and 
fiuman.*— /?«/ (k Telegraph, 



CUNNING MURRELL. Crown^oo, 6s. 
'Admirable. ... Delightful humorous 

relief ... a mo6t artistic and satiifactory 

achievement' — S^taior, 
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Third Edi^ 

tion. Crown Bvo, 6s, ^ 

* A ma^erpiece of artistic realism . 1 1 has. 
a finality of. touch that only a master may 
command.' — Daily Chronicle. 

'An absolute masterpiece, which any 
novelist might be proud to claim.' — Graphic. 

* "The Hole in the Wall" U a masterly 
piece of work. ^ His characters are drawn 
with amazing skill. Extraordinary power.' 
—Daily Telegraph, 

•DIVERS VANITIES. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
NesUt (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THE RED 

HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Editian. 

Crown Bvo, 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 
NorriS (W. E.X THE CREDIT OF THE 

COUNTY. Illustrated. Second Edition, 

Crown Bvo. 6s. 
THE EMBARRASSING ORPHAN. Crown 

Bvo, 6f. 
NIGEL'S VOCATION. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
BARHAM OF BELTANA. Second Edition, 

Croum Bvo, 6s, 
See also Shilling Novels. 
OlliTant (Alfred). QWD BOB, THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Eighth 

Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Oppenheim (E. PhiUipsX MASTER OF 

MEN. Third Edition, CroiynBvo. 6s. 
Oxenham (JohnX Author of 'Barbe of 

Grand Bayou.' A WEAVER OF WEBS. 

Second Edition, CroivnBvo. 6s 
THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fourth 

Edition, Crozun Bvo. 6s, 

Pain (Barry). THREE fantasies. 

Crown Bvo. is, 
LINDLEYKAYS. Third Edition, Crown 
Bvo. 6s. 

Parker (CUlhert). PIERRE AND His 

PEOPLE. Sixth Edition, 
'Stories happily conceived and finely 

executed. There is strength and genius 

in Mr. Parker's style.'— Z74u^ Telegraph, 
MRS. FALCHION Fifth Edition. Crown 

Bvo. 6s. 
'A splendid study of character.' — 

Athenaum, 
THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 

Second Edition. Crowns Bvo. 6s. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illtis. 

trated. Eighth Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s. 

^ *A rousing and dramatic tale. A book 

like this is a .joy inexpressible.' — Daily 
. Chronicle. 
WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : 

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Fi/ih 

Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s. 

^ *Here we find romance — l«aT, breathtn^f^ 

living romance. The character of Valmond 

is drawn VLacTTing\y,'— Pall Mali Gazette, 
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LiTTLB Books on KKt—ccnimuuL 

Watts. R. £. D. Sketchley. 

Lbighton. Alice Corkran. 

Vblasqukz. Wilfrid WUberforae and A. 

GUbert. 
Gkxuzk and Bouchbs. Eltsa F. Pollard. 
Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood. 
TuKNBS. F. Tyrell-Gill. 
DOkbs. Jessie Allen. 
HOPPNBK. H. P. K. Sldpton. 
HoLBBiN. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 



R. 



BoKNS-JoNBS. Forttinte de lisfesi 
Rrmbrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp 
CoROT. Alice Pollard and Ethel Bimstingl. 
Raphabl. a. R. Dryfaurst. 
Millbt. Netta Peacock. 
Illuminatbd MSS. J. W. Bradley. 
*Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jenner. 
*Jbwellbry. Cyril Davenport. 
*Claudb. Edward Dillon. 



Little Galleries, The 

Demy i6mo, 2s, 6d. net 

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters. 
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted. 



A Littlb Gallbrv op Rbynolds. 
A Littlb Gallbry op Romnby. 
A Littlb Gallbry op Hoppnbr. 



A LrrTLB Gallbry op Millais. 

A Littlb Gallbry op Engush Posts. 



Little Guides, The 

Small Pott $V0, cloth, 2s, 6d, net,; leather, 3^. 6d, net. 



OxPORD AND its Collegbs. By J. Wells, 

M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. Fourth 

Edition. 
Cambridgb and its Collegbs. Ety A. 

Hamilion Thompson. Second Edtthn, 

Illustrated by E. H. New. 
Thb Malvbrn Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Illustrated by E. 

H. New. 
Shaicbspbarb's Country. By B. C. A. 

Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S. Illustrated by £. 

H. New. Second Edition. 
Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. . Illustrated 

by E. H. New. 
Westminster Abbey. By G. E. Troutbeck. 

Illustrated by F. D. Bedford. 
■ Norpolk. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by 

B. C. Boulter. 
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. Illustrated 

by B. C Boulter. 
Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould. Illu^rated 

byj. Wylic. 
Hertpordshire. By H. W. Tompkins, 

F.R.H.S. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
The English Lakes. By F. G. Brabant, 

M.A. Illustrated by E. H. New. 



Illustrated by B. 



Illus. 



Kent. By O, Clinch. Illustrated by F. D. 

Bedford. 
Rome By C. G. Ellaby. 

C Bovlter. 

Thb Islb op Wight. By G. Clinch, 
trated by F. D. Bedford. 

Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert. Illustrated 
by E. H. New. 

Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Roscoe. Illus- 
trated by F. D. Bedford. 

SUPPOLK. By W. A. Dutt. Illustrated by J. 

Wylie. 
Derbyshire. By J. C Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 

Ilhistrated by J. C. Wall. 
The North Riding op Yorkshire. By J. 

E. Morris. Illustrated by R. J. S. 

Bertram. 

Hampshire. By J. C Cox. Illustrated by 
M. £. Purser. 

Sicily. By F. H. Jackson. With many 
Illustrations by the Author. 

Dorset. By Frank R. Heath. Illustrated. 

Chkshirb.. By W. M. Gallichan. lUustrated 
by Elizabeth Hartley. 

Little Library, The 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 
Small Pott Svo, Each Volume, clothe is, 6d. net; leather, 2s, 6d, net, 
A series of small books under the above title, con t£uning some of the famous works 
lit- English and other literatures, in the domains of fiction, poetry, and bdles letttes. 
The series also contains volumes of selections in prose and verse. 

The books are edited with the most sympathetic and schcJarly icare. Eadi one 
contains an introduction which gives (i) a short biography of the author; {9) a 
critical estimate of the book. Where they are necessary, short notes are added at 
the foot of the page. 
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AB4». ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLS 
BOOK OP. 

Aniten (Jan*). PKTDE AtiD PREJU- 
DICE. Edited bj E. V. LDCA3. 7^ 

NORThS!nGKK ABBEY. Ediled by E. V. 

Bacon (Franda). THE ESSAYS OF 



LEGENI 

Banwtt wn. F. A.), a little book 

-F ENOLiSH PROSE. 

* 'lUml. THE HISTORY 

__ iXJMI VATHEK. Edited 

bv E. Bbkisoh Ross, 

Blafc* (William), selections from 

WILLIAM BLAKK. Edited by U. 

PUUGINI. 

Borrow (a«orn]. lavengro. edit*l 

b* F. HiMDBS GaODHB. T-m„ ftltimil. 

THE ROUANY RYK. Edited by John 



Fwilor (loianx marriage. Edited 

by A. GooDucH • Fuu utd Lord 

Iddisleigh. TtM Vtltaiui. 
THE INHERITANCE. TVw Vobimti. 
OaakeUWll.), CRANFORS. Edited by 

HawtlianieiKBtliuilel). THE SCARLET 
LETTER. Edited by FEacvDuBUEK. 

Hendenon IT. F.). A LITTLE BOOK 
OF SCOTTISH VERSE. 

Keata (John). POEMS. Wth an iniro- 

diKtioD by L. Binvoh, and Neles by J. 
Masbpihlii. 

Xfntfaka {A V.k eothen. witb u 

InlEodiiction and Notes. 

Lamb iOtuLTlei). ELiA, AND the 

LAST essays of ELIA. Edited by 

Looker (P.). London lyrics Edited 

tiy A. D. GocLEv, M.A. A reprinl of the 
LongfellOW^H. W.I. SELECTIONS 



BTDwiilits jBobort). 



S IBObart). SELECTIONS 

FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 



GEORGE CRABBE. 
Deahe. 

Oralk mri.). JOHN halifj 

GENTLEMAN. EdUcd by A 
Matmbsoh. Tim Vsliima. 

OravBliaw (Ricbard). the 

""■=■"3 or ■■—"•"" ''" 



HUtOD (JOSH). THE MIN'OR POEMS 
OF JOHN MILTON. Edited 'of H. C. 
BtECHiNr-, M.A,, Canon grWestnuimer. 

- HDir<D.KI. MANSIE WATJCH. Edited 

Poemi. Editst by by F. Hrneirson. 

inoluilS(J. B.B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 

Roeliefoiieaiilil <la). THE maxims OF 

LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Transbned 
by Deen Stanhqpe. Edited by 0. H. 



HAM COWLEY. Edited by H. 



F GEORGE DAltLEY. 

luuted by A. A Stbb«trbild. 
DMUW (A 0.), A LITTLE BOOK OF 

LIGHT VERSE. 
IHoknu((3iailM). CHRISTUAS BODES. 

TvtVtbumt. 



ADDRESSES. 
M.A. 
Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIM 
JOURNEY. KditedliyH- W. Pal'l. 

■"-— ' Lord). THE EARLY 

■RED, LORD TENNY. 
SON. Edited by J. Churion Collins, 



POEMS OF RICHARD CRAWSHAW. TeimyBon (Alfred, Lori 

Edited by Edward HuTTOH. POEM': Olf si ivVT 

Santa lAlkUerl). THE IN " 

DANTE. Trinsl»led by I.. .. _ 

EditedbypAaBTTovNBEE, M,A., D.Litl. IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans- Brkchinc, M,A. 

laled by H. F. Caiv. Edited by Paott THE PRINCESS. Edited by Eliz 

ToTHBis, M.A., D.IJl- "' 

THE PARADISO OF 

laud by H. P. Cakv. 

Tonmct, M-A., D.Li 



MAUD. Edited by ELtlABETHWoRDSWOITK 

~ ■ rJW?.!*.)- VANITY FAIR. 

.byS'_ 

>KS. Ediledby S. Gwt 



TIiackersr(W._ 

Ediled by g. Gi 
PENDENNI; 



ESMOND. Ediled by SGwv 
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-HnriMBObs. Bartow. A princess- p«uiy(Mni.F.A.>. A urxxa ukkku 

_OrTHEHlLLS. tllotnUd. AGE. 

■mar R,). THE SINGER OP HARLY. PUUlpoUl (EdUl). THE STRIKING 

Knm anmaoDi. the Mississippi hours. 

bxjbbleT fancv free. 

'JoU' am. caan), anne maule- RandaKJ.). aunt bethia's button. 

VERER. &«nDOnd(T«lt«r). FORTUNE'S DAR. 

Sellr (Florenc* nnoLl. with hoops i.ing. 

OF STEEL. Eliya (Orace). THE DIVERTED VILL- 

lAwltaa (Hon. Bmllv). Mablcho. age. 

imdanUaalerAWOMAN of sknti- Riciiert(EiUth). out of the cypress 

UENr SWAMP. 

Lotlmar (Voim*). JOSiaH'S wife. Roborton(M.H.i. agaLLantquakek. 

lub lOtuilM K.I. THE autocrats. BansderE -iHarBiiaU). ROSE A Char- 
MMdonndl (!.(. the story of litte. 

TERESA. Sereeaut (Adeline). ACCUSED AND 
MaMnth (Huvld). THE PUPPET ACCUSER. 

_CROWN, BARBARA'S MONEY, 

IboklajFftiilliMBradfonl). thevoice the enthusiast. 

IN THE DESERT. A GREAT LADY. 

H'CoMnbayfB.i my stewardship, the love that overcame. 

mmk Alellftrd). THE seen and the master of BBECHWOOa 

^HE UNSEEN. UNDER SUSPICION. 

GARNERED. THE YELLOW DIAMOND. 

A METAMORPHOSIS. ShannonlW. P.). JIM TWELVES. 

MARVELS AND mysteries, StraUllB. H.1. ELSiSLIE'S DRAG NET. 

BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL. BtrlneerfArtilHr). TKE-'slLVf" i«M>i>v 

llk«lIIJ.W.t. THE CYNIC AND THE StuSftreamS. " 



It^fcM ,. 

SENSlT TraffOTa-TaTinton(MrB.fi.W.(. SILENT 

~ ll(W.B.|. AN OCTAVE. I.iOMINlON. 

— —n-i THE PRODIGALS. Walneman (Pau3), A HEROINK FROM 

S WALK. FIMI.AND. 

rS FORTUNE. 

THE TWO MARVS. 

Books for Boya and Gltls 
Crvam Sva. 3s, 6d. 



ruECrmNcWELLOPDoBOTHT, Br Mr!, 

W. K. ClilToid. Dlustiated br GotdoD- 

Browpe. Sicond EdliioH. 
The Icilahdeb's Swobd. By S. Baring- 

GoDld. 
Ohlt a Gu&bd-Rooh Dog. By Ediih £. 

Cuhcll. 
Tkb Doctob or thi Jclibt. B)> Hury 

Collinnocxl. 
Little Pbieb. By Lncu Matet. Stcsnd 

'% VOTAGE. Bj W. 



The Secasr or Madaui dk Mohlu 



b Red Gbance. By Mrs. Molawanh. 
3iBL or THE People. By U T. Mcjide. 
IKBV Gii^V. By L. T. Mtadi. ar. td. 
E HOHOUBABLH Miss. By L. T. Meidt 
RCE WAS DNca A Fkwcb. By Mis. M. E. 



isHoME. ByH[s.M. E. 



ClukRutseU. 

The Novels of Alexandre Dmnas 

Prictid. DtuUtValiima,^. 
rni Tmn Huskbteers. Wiili a looe { The Cobucah Buonmti. 

. Inltaductioo by Andrsir Lug. Double Geobg 



If Veam 



Jacquot; Jan 
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Thk Castlb or Epfstbin. 

The Snowball, and Sdltanbtta; 

Cecils ; or, The Wedding Gown. 

ACT^ 

The Black Tulip. 

The Vicomte de Bragelonne. 

Part I. Louis do la Valli^e. Double 

Volume. 
Part II. The Man in the Iron Mask. 
Double Volume. 
The Convict's Son. 
The Wolf-Leader. 
Nanon; or, The Women's War. Double 

volume. 
Pauline; Murat; and Pascal Bruno. 
The Adventures of Captain Pamphile. 
Fernandb. 
Gabriel Lambert. 
Catherine Blum. 
The Chevalier D'Harmental. Double 

volume. 
svlvandirb. 
The Fencing Master. 
The Reminiscences of Antony. 
*Conscience. 
*The Regent's Daughter. A Sequel to 

Chevalier d'HarmentaL 

ZUnitratad EdltioB. - 

The Three Musketeers. Illustrated in 
Colour fay Frank Adams.. 9S. 6d. 

The Prince op Thieves. Illustrated in 
Colour by Frank Adams, as. 



Robin Hood thk O0Ti^w...IUu8tna«|iii 

Colour by Frank Adams, a^. 
The C<»tsiCAN Brothers. Illustrated in 

Colour by A. M. M'Lellan. is, ttd. 
The Wolf-Leader. Illustrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams, ts. 6d, 
Georges. Illustrated in Colour by Munro Orr. 

Twenty Years After. Illustrated in Colour 

by Frank Adams, v. 
Amaury. Illustrated in Colour by Gordon 

Browne, as. 
The Snowball, and Sultanetta. Illus- 
trated in Colour by Frank Adams, sx. 
*The Vicomte de Bragelonne. Illustrated 

in Colour by Frank Adams. . 3X. 6d, 
*Crop-Eared Jacquot ; Tane ; Etc. Illus- 
trated in Colour byGorw>n Browne, zs. 6<i. 
The Castle op Eppstein. Illustrated in 

Colour by Stewart Orr. xs. 6d. 
*Act£. Illustrated in. Colour by Gordon 

Browne, xs. td, 
*Cecile ; or, Tkb Wedding Gown. Illys^ 

trated in Colour by D. Murray Smith! 

\s. 6d. 
*Thb Adventures op Captain Pamphile. 

Illustrated in Colour by Frank Adams. 

IS. 6d. 
*Fernande. Illustrated in Cok>ur by Munro 

Orr. . aj. 
*The Black Tulip. Illustrated in Cobur by 

A. Orr. IS. td. 



Methuen's Sixpenny Books 



Austen (Jane), pride and pre- 
judice. 

Baden-PoweU (MaJor-Oeiwral R S.^8.). 
the downfall of prempeh. 

Ba«ot (Eichard). A ROM AN M YimiRY. 
BaSfonr (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 

SWORD. 
Baring-Oonld (S.). FURZE BLOOM. 
CHE/3» JACK ZITA. 
KITTY ALONE. 
URITH 

THE BROOM S(>UIRE. 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
NOEMI. 

A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated. 
LITTLE TU'PENNY. 
THE FROBISHERS. 
•WINEFRED. 
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 

JOURNALIST. 
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. 
Benson (E. F.). DODO. 
Bloundelle-Burton (J.). ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS. 

Bronte (Charlotte), shirley. 
Brownell (C. L.). the heart of 

JAPAN. 



Caf^ (Mrs.), *Iota.' anne maule^ 

• VERER 
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